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MAN IN THE MIRROR 


By Alex Standish 


Chapter One 


Shane Durban would never be able to say why he decided 
to visit that particular store. He had 


been walking aimlessly through the streets of Glendale, 
Arizona, making the most of the warm 


afternoon, when he happened upon it. There was nothing 
particular about the quaint little shop; 


not the weatherworn sign reading Antiques, not the ivy- 
covered facade nor the wide-open doors. 


Still, there was something pulling at him, calling to him, and 
he didn't fight the feeling. 


He emerged into a space that should have been 
uncomfortably cluttered by all the fine antique 


furniture, paintings, and the other endless crap that covered 
every available surface. But 


somehow there was a cozy air to it all, a sense of order in 
the midst of what might normally be 


construed as chaos. Shane allowed his eyes to roam over 
the room, his breath catching as he saw 


it. 


A beautiful mirror leaned against a far wall, looking 
strangely abandoned amongst the other 


pieces in the store. It was quite large, over three feet in 
height, if he was any judge, and bordered 


by an intricate, wooden framework. There was something 
engaging about it, and Shane couldn't 


resist taking a closer look. 


"Can | help you?" a voice asked from behind him, making 
him jump. 


Shane turned around, looking at the old woman before him. 
She had to be over eighty years old, 


her frail body bent by age, white hair framing a pale but 
friendly face. Wide, green eyes stared 


amusedly at him. 


"I'm sorry, | didn't mean to startle you," she said. "I couldn't 
help notice you were admiring that mirror. It was done by 
my ancestor, Rebecca Nurse, in sixteen ninety." 


Shane frowned. "Rebecca Nurse? Why does that name 
sound familiar?" 


The woman chuckled faintly. "She was one of the first 
women accused of being a witch in Salem 


in sixteen ninety-two. She was convicted and hanged. Her 
story is well known." 


"And you say she made this mirror?" Shane couldn't keep 
the doubt from his voice. 


"Yes. See the pentagrams in the framework? She carved 
them herself." 


Shane couldn't help a grin at that. "So you're basically 
confirming that she was a witch?" 


The shopkeeper laughed. "Believe what you will. But | can 
tell you that the mirror is supposed to 


be bewitched. It is said that whoever owns it will be granted 
what they wish for the most." 
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Shane looked critically at the mirror. He didn't really believe 
the story the old woman was telling 


him. More than likely, it was just a scam to help her sell the 
mirror. Still, it was a truly exquisite 


piece, especially the framework. His parents' wedding 
anniversary was coming up, and this 


would make the perfect gift. 


He checked the price tag and decided he had more than 
enough in his bank account, especially 


after his trip to Zambia. Getting hired by National 
Geographic to travel to Victoria Falls and 


photograph the waterfalls, the local tribes and the wildlife 
had definitely been one the highlights 


of his freelance career so far. The generous check he had 
received for the job, plus all expenses 


paid, certainly hadn't hurt either. 


"I'll take it," he said, handing her his credit card. 


She nodded, sounding pleased. "I think Rebecca would've 
approved of you." 


Not knowing what to say to that, Shane watched as a man 
abruptly appeared out of a back room 


without being summoned, offering to help him carry the 
mirror to the car. When Shane returned 


to the store, the woman gave him his card back. 
"Thank you, ma'am. Goodbye." 
"Enjoy your wish," she said, as he walked out the door. 


Shane drove home quickly, wanting to escape the rush hour. 
When he finally arrived at his 


apartment, he hauled the mirror with some difficulty into his 
bedroom, leaving it to lean against 


the wall. Tomorrow, he would see about having it shipped to 
his parents in Vancouver. 


KKK 


That night, like so many others recently, Shane had trouble 
falling asleep. The king-sized bed 


seemed bigger, colder, without his lover's body next to him. 
It was hard to believe that it had 


been six months since Tom had left, saying he was not 
ready for the kind of commitment that 


Shane wanted. 


That had hurt. Shane was only twenty-eight, and he knew 
that most guys his age lived for one- 


night stands or casual dating, but he wanted more out of 
life. His parents had been married for 


almost thirty years now, and every time Shane saw them, 
he could almost feel the love and 


friendship binding them together. What was so wrong about 
wanting the same thing for himself? 


Giving up on sleep, he rose from the bed wearily, donning 
jeans and a shirt. Maybe he could go 


for a walk, tire himself out. That usually worked. 


Suddenly, the hairs at the back of his neck stood up, and he 
glanced around as an unsettling 


feeling overtook him. The bedroom seemed brighter, the full 
moon turning everything around 
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him silver, and the air felt frigid. In fact, he could see his 
breath condensing as he expelled it. 


Looking at the mirror, he stared in wonder at the 
unexpectedly shimmering surface. 


"What the hell...?" he murmured. 


Shane wondered if he hadn't fallen asleep after all and was 
dreaming all this. Walking over to the 


mirror, he saw nothing unusual. Looking into it, there was no 
weird glimmer; all he could see 


was his reflection and the bedroom in the background, and 
he shook his head with a chuckle. 


That's what he got for listening to all the superstitious 
nonsense the woman at the antique store 


had spouted. 


He closed the window, trapping the cold outside, and, on his 
way out of the bedroom, touched 


the mirror gingerly, wanting to prove to himself that he was 
being an idiot. He gasped as a 


violent wind gusted around him. The room seemed to fill 
with swirling smoke, the floor tilting 


on its axis, and making Shane dizzy. He closed his eyes, 
waiting with trepidation for the vertigo 


to cease. 


When he opened his eyes again, he wasn't in the bedroom. 
He wasn't even in his apartment 


anymore. He crumpled to the ground, blinking as he gaped 
at his surroundings. He was in the 


desert, surrounded by it for as far as the eye could see, in 
the middle of a scorching day. 


"Oh, man, oh, man, oh, man. No fucking way," he told 
himself, very close to panicking. "Man, what's going on? 
Shane, wake up." He pinched his arm, twice. "Shit, not a 
dream." 


He exhaled sharply, trying to mute his hammering 
heartbeat, beginning to comprehend just how 


much trouble he really was in. He couldn't understand what 
was happening, why he was here, but 


he was pretty sure he wasn't having a nightmare. He also 
didn't have the faintest idea how to get 


home. 


Since panic wouldn't solve anything, he forced himself to 
calm down and took another look 


around. However much he had traveled, he had never been 
to the desert before. The beauty of the 


scenery made him ache for his camera; deadly as the desert 
could be, there was something about 


it that captured one's heart and imagination. He could see 
mountains on the horizon, their red 


hues contrasting beautifully with the bright blue sky. The tall 
cacti and the odd bush provided a 


splash of color against the dry soil, and he could see a small 
lizard of some kind scurrying away, 


as if it couldn't stand the blistering heat of the ground it was 
stepping on. 


Shane grabbed a handful of dirt and allowed it to slip from 
between his fingers. "Okay. 


Pretending this is a dream and sitting on my ass isn't going 
to cut it; it'll just get me killed. So, 


psychotic episode, nightmare, or whatever, | need to do 
something. Staying here's out of the 


question. I've got no water, no food, and no idea where | 
am. Then again, going for a stroll in the 


desert doesn't seem like the best idea, but it's not like | can 
wait around for help. Man, I'm so 


Smashing that mirror to pieces when | get home. Seven 
years’ bad luck is nothing compared to 


this." 
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Doing his best to ignore the residual panic still clinging to 
the back of his mind, he got up, 


deciding to make his way to the mountains. Maybe he could 
at least find some shelter from the 


heat there. 


KKK 


After what seemed like countless hours later, Shane was 
definitely fearing for his life. It was so 


hot that he was having trouble breathing, the feeling of 
suffocating not helping with his barely 


contained panic. Thanks to his fair complexion and blond 
hair, his skin was burning under the 


glare of the sun, in particular his neck, which hurt to touch. 


He felt dizzy and tired, his mouth was dry, and he was 
sweating like crazy. If he didn't find some 


protection from the sun soon, he was going to die. He forced 
himself to keep walking, eyes on 


the ground, doing his best not to trip. If he fell, he knew he 
wouldn't have the strength to get up 


again. 


Shane was so focused on putting one foot in front of the 
other that he didn't even see the rider 


approaching until the man came to a halt close to him. 
"You lost, boy?" 


The man's voice broke through the fog in his mind, jolting 
him out of his morbid thoughts. Shane 


raised his head and nearly fell on his ass at the sight in front 
of him. The horseman looked like a 


character out of a John Wayne movie: cowboy hat, boots 
with spurs, vest over a simple shirt and 


dark pants. The waist holster carried two Colts, and Shane 
could see a rifle tucked in the 


saddlebags. 


"Yes, sir," he finally managed to croak. "Can you tell me 
where | am?" 


That got him a puzzled expression. "You're in the Sonoran 
Desert, boy, and from the looks of 


you, about to get cooked. Here." He threw Shane a canteen. 


Shane caught it, opened the lid with trembling fingers, and 
drank his fill. "Thank you," he said, wiping his mouth with 
the back of one hand. "Water never tasted this good 
before." 


The man chuckled. "I bet. Name's Harry Jackson, U.S. 
Marshal." 


“Shane Durban. Marshal, what's today's date?" 


Jackson blinked, shaking his head bemusedly. "You're a 
strange'un, son. It's June fifth, eighteen 


seventy-five, year of our Lord." 


Shane swallowed convulsively. Fuck it all, he was in a John 
Wayne movie. 


"You got jumped by desperados?" the Marshal asked. "Never 
seen anyone wanderin' round these parts with no horse, 
guns, or water. Nobody's that loco." 
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"Yeah. Yeah, | got jumped," Shane succeeded in saying, as 
his heart threatened to burst out of his chest. 


What a fucked-up mess. The man's speech, the obviously 
hand-made clothes... This was no 


weird dream, no matter how much Shane wanted it to be. 
He closed his eyes on the urge to either 


start bawling like a kid or cursing and ranting until what was 
left of his strength deserted him. 


How in the hell was he going to get out of here? 


"C-can you take me to the nearest town?" Shane stuttered, 
trying his best to come to terms with his new reality. 


That wouldn't get him home, but it was a place to start. 
There was no way of telling how long he 


would be here, and he needed a plan. In the short run, he 
needed food, water, and a place to stay. 


Maybe he could find work of some kind in town. Then he 
would see. 


Jackson watched him closely, as if judging whether it was 
safe to say yes. He must have decided 


that Shane was harmless because eventually he nodded, a 
hand reaching out to help Shane get up 


on the horse. 


A few awkward seconds later, Shane was on top of the 
animal, clinging to Jackson's belt for dear 


life. He knew how to ride a horse, had learned as a young 
boy at an uncle's ranch, but sitting on 


the animal's haunches left him in a precarious position, and 
he didn't know the mount's 


disposition. A temperamental horse could be a pain in the 
butt, literally. 


Jackson got them moving again, thankfully in silence. The 
last thing Shane wanted was to have 


to come up with more lies about how he had ended up in 
the middle of the desert. No way would 


any sane person believe him. 


About one hour into the trip, Shane heard the sound of 
galloping hooves approaching. Turning 


his head, he saw five riders closing in rapidly. 
"Friends of yours?" he asked Jackson. 


"I was about to ask you the same thing. This don't look 
good, boy. We better leave." 


"| couldn't agree more." 


But it was already too late. The five horsemen charged 
toward them, guns drawn and aimed. 


Jackson kicked his mount into a gallop, Shane once again 
clinging to the lawman like glue, 


adrenaline flooding his system. 


He glanced around frantically, cursing the barrenness 
around them. There were no high rocks to 


allow them cover, no undergrowth, caverns, or natural 
hideouts. They were virtually defenseless. 


The bullets began to fly around them. Shane leaned to the 
side, freeing Jackson's movements, so 
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that the lawman could fire back. He crowed when the 
Marshal's bullets knocked one of the men 


out of the saddle. 


Then the world rocked off of its axis. Fire burned through 
Shane's right arm, causing him to lose 


his grip and fall off the mount, breath escaping him as his 
back hit the ground, hard. He stayed 


motionless for a moment, gazing up at the blue, blue sky, as 
he gasped through the pain. Looking 


at his arm, he saw the red stain slowly growing larger. He 
had been shot. 


He sat up with difficulty, watching horrified as Jackson 
jerked violently in the saddle as several 


bullets hit him. Time seemed to stand still as Jackson fell to 
the ground, unmoving. 


"Jackson!" 


His heart pounding, Shane was hardly aware of shouting, of 
running to the downed man, of 


kneeling by Jackson's side, hands trembling as he checked 
for a pulse. There was nothing he 


could do; Jackson was already dead, two bullets having 
pierced his chest. 


A few feet away lay Jackson's mount, pained whines 
escaping the horse's mouth as it 


unsuccessfully tried to stand. Shane didn't know exactly 
what was wrong with the animal, but it 


was obviously hurt. 


A shadow fell over him then, and Shane raised his head. 
Four men surrounded him, expressions 


smug as they regarded their fallen prey. 


"You friends with the Marshal?" one of them asked. "He 
thought he could catch us, but we 


caught him first. We ain't hangin’, no siree." 


"He didn't even know who you were," Shane said listlessly, 
sorry for the needless death, for the man who had been kind 
enough to help a perfect stranger. 


The same man shrugged. "Who cares? One less lawman in 
the world's a good thing, as far as I'm 


concerned." The outlaw glared at Jackson's horse, the 
animal's high-pitched cries getting louder. 


"For Pete's sick! Billy, put that beast out of its misery." 


"On it, boss," one of the other men said, hand already on his 
gun as he walked over to the fallen mount. 


Shane turned his head away, flinching at the gunshot that 
broke the tense atmosphere. "What 


about me?" he asked fearfully. 


The man smiled, showing rotten teeth. "Well, we deserve a 
little fun. And you're it, boy." 


Before Shane could even wonder what that meant, he was 
dragged away from Jackson's body 


and forced to mount one of the outlaws' horses. 
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Hours later, hands bound tightly in front of him, ropes 
cutting into his flesh, body covered in 


Shallow cuts and scratches that stung fiercely, and with a 
bullet graze to his arm, there was little 


that Shane could do except pray for a miracle. 


He sighed softly, not wanting to draw attention to his 
person. His father was right; he should 


have stayed in Vancouver or found a boring job ina 
newspaper somewhere, instead of 


gallivanting around the globe like a hobo and buying weird- 
assed mirrors that could take you 


back in time. But damn, he loved his life. Sometimes it 
seemed like he could only really see the 


world around him through the lens of a camera. 


Glendale was only the latest of the places he had chosen to 
hang his hat, so to speak. Before that, 


it had been London, Sydney, and New York. He had loved 
those experiences, loved to witness 


the cultural differences firsthand. But the need to find 
someplace more peaceful to live had 


caught hold of him, and a dart on the map had chosen for 
him. 


Glendale, Arizona. 


He couldn't be more sorry for that decision. If he hadn't 
moved to Glendale, he wouldn't have 


found that antique store, bought that mirror, and 
consequently ended up in the middle of the 


fucking desert with four psychotic killers. 


He shifted, wincing at the ache in his body. The four men 
certainly had kept their threat about 


Shane being part of the day's entertainment. As soon as 
they had made camp, the fun and games 


had begun. 


Shane had struck back, kicking and punching at his 
attackers, but, in the end, resistance had been 


futile. Four against one was hardly fair, and having already 


been wounded, he hadn't stood a 


chance. He had been slapped around, kicked, and punched 


until he was a moaning wreck on the 
desert ground. 


Now it was night, the full moon high in the sky, and he 
listened as the men sat by the campfire, 


eating and drinking, bragging about killing a U.S. Marshal, 
trying to decide how they were going 


to kill Shane in the morning. 


He stiffened suddenly, a prickle of awareness sliding along 
his spine as he sensed that they were 


no longer alone. There was someone lurking in the shadows. 
Before Shane could so much as 


breathe, a devilish yell cut through the silence and the 
outlaws' horses -- free somehow -- took 


off into the night. 


The men jumped to their feet, but two arrows shot out of 
nowhere, both finding their targets -- 


two of the bandits -- and striking them dead where they 
stood. 


The remaining brigands rapidly drew their guns, eyes 
narrowing as they glanced around, trying 


to spot the unknown enemy. A knife cut through the 
darkness, plunging through the leader's 


heart before he could react, his body collapsing to the 
ground. 
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The last man didn't wait around for his turn to die; he 
disappeared into the night at an impossibly 


fast run, leaving everything behind. 


Shane waited with bated breath for whoever it was to 
appear. He swallowed thickly as a man 


walked into the firelight, a man who moved with the glide of 
a Stalking cat. Even if the buckskin 


trousers, loincloth, moccasins, and headband that held back 
the thick hair weren't a dead 


giveaway as to his unexpected rescuer's identity, the bow at 
his back and the tomahawk in his 


hand sealed it firmly in Shane's head; the man was a Native 
American. 


Shane remained perfectly still, watching as the warrior grew 
closer. Shane was startled to see 


how handsome the other man was, with long, dark hair 
falling below his shoulder blades, 


aquiline nose, and broad cheekbones. His tanned 
complexion made the dark eyes stand out as he 


looked coldly, almost cruelly, down at Shane. 


Wondering if he should speak or move, Shane decided not 
to do anything unless forced to. After 


all, this man had saved him from those criminals and didn't 
seem particularly inclined to hurt 


him. Plus, there wasn't much that Shane could do while tied 
up. 

He gasped as he was abruptly lifted onto the other man's 
shoulder with surprising strength. 


"Hey," he exclaimed, affronted. "Let me go! Hey, asshole, do 
you understand? Let go of me!" 


The man ignored him -- not understanding, or pretending 
not to -- and carried him away from the 


camp. A horse nickered nearby, and the warrior halted. 
Shane got a brief glance of an unsaddled 


animal, blanket on its back, large saddlebags hanging over 
it, and what looked like a rawhide 


thong around its lower jaw instead of a bridle. 


Then the warrior's grip changed, and before Shane could 
utter a complaint, he was tossed up over 


the back of the horse like a sack of potatoes. His strange 
companion swung into place, squeezing 


Shane's neck painfully for a second, as if warning him to 
remain acquiescent. 


Shane nearly snapped at the other's gall. Despite his bound 
hands, he twisted until he managed to 


elbow his new captor and jumped off the horse without 
caring how he might land. He hit the 


ground with little grace, trying to turn on his hands and 
knees, ready to run away as fast as his 


legs could carry him. 


But he was tired and sore, and bruised all over, and his body 
responded sluggishly to his mind's 


desire. Before Shane could even get up, he heard amused 
laughter from behind him, and the 


Indian was wrapping his arms around Shane's waist and 
pulling him upward. 


"Fuck it all!" Shane snarled. "I'm not some squaw you can 
manhandle, you bastard." 


Shane tried to break free from the hold, but the other man 
was strong and apparently prepared for 


his tricks now, for he handled Shane's struggle easily. He 
settled Shane down on the front of the 


horse, belly down, and smacked Shane's ass with a chuckle. 
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"Oh, you're so going to get your balls kicked when | get off 
this horse," Shane snapped. 


Furious at his manhandling, he kicked the horse viciously. 
The animal reared up on its hind legs 


in response to the pain, but before Shane could escape, the 
Indian managed to steady his mount, 


patting the velvet coat gently until the horse settled down. 


Shane felt a hand grip his hair, pulling his head back 
painfully until he was making eye contact 


with the other man. Whatever humor might have been 
showing in those dark eyes was now gone, 


replaced with anger. The warrior snarled, hitting Shane on 
the head with the handle of the 


tomahawk, and the world went black. 


KKK 


Shane opened his eyes with a reluctant sigh. He glanced 
around his current location, squinting in 


the poor light, realizing that it was dawn. He was in a Cave, 
sitting with his back against the wall 


of stone and, for the time being at least, alone. He was also 
hungry, thirsty, bone-deep tired, and 


his bladder felt like it was ready to burst. Groaning at the 
idea of getting up, but knowing he had 


no choice in the matter, Shane used the wall for support and 
managed to drag himself up and to 


the cave's entrance. 


He was somewhat surprised to see that thick woods had 
replaced the desert. Obviously, they had 


traveled quite a distance, and Shane had been out of it the 
whole time. Getting back to matters at 


hand, he managed to relieve himself, his bound hands 
making it difficult. Feeling like he had to 


sit down or fall on his ass, he retreated back into the cave 
and collapsed with a breathless groan. 


He was beginning to shiver. Could have been due to the fact 
that his shirt was in tatters, the 


bandits having used a hunting knife to cut and scratch at 
him just for the hell of it. Or maybe the 


bullet graze on his right arm, or his numerous cuts and 
bruises, had somehow become infected, 


and he was running a fever. They sure throbbed enough, 
and his tied wrists hurt beyond belief. 


He was sure that he had also lost a good number of neurons 
by being brained by the Indian. All 


in all, he had seen better days. 


He allowed his eyes to close for a moment, knowing he 
should probably try to leave before the 


Indian returned, but his exhausted body refused to obey his 
mind's command. He jerked as a 


hand abruptly touched his forehead, and his skull hit the 
wall behind him with a painful crack as 


his surprise caused him to rear back. 


It was the warrior, standing so close that Shane could feel 
the man's breath on his face. The anger 


in Indian's gaze had vanished, replaced with what seemed 
to Shane like curiosity. 


"What do you want?" Shane rasped, swallowing with effort, 
a little rattled that he hadn't heard the other man come 
back. 


Instead of replying, the Indian moved away, reaching for a 
canteen. Beside it, Shane could see a 


dead rabbit, the sight of its bashed head almost enough to 
turn his stomach. The man brought the 


canteen over to Shane, placing it against his lips. 
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"Tu," he spoke for the first time. 


"Tu?" Shane echoed, trying to understand. "Water?" The 
other gave him a slight smile, which Shane took for 
confirmation. He nodded, and his companion poured some 
of the precious, cool 


liquid into his mouth. "Thank you," he finally said, when he 
had drunk enough. 


He leaned back against the wall, weariness taking over his 
whole being. The shivers grew more 


violent, and he realized he was in deep trouble. He was in 
the middle of nowhere, in a time and 


place where he didn't belong, with a dangerous Indian, hurt, 
and without the means or the 


strength to fend for himself. 


"This sucks," he murmured, wishing he could wake up and 
find this to be nothing but a 


nightmare. 


The sound of a knife being drawn from its sheath broke 
through his depressing reverie. The sight 


of a huge blade glinting in the light as it moved to press 
against his neck sent fear racing along 


his veins. For some reason, and in spite of the strange 
situation he found himself in, Shane hadn't 


really thought the other man meant him any harm. It 
seemed he was wrong. 


He barely had time to blink before the ropes at his wrists 
were expertly cut and his arms were 


free. He sat up slowly, trying to rub life back into his 
tortured limbs, surprised yet again at this 


turn of events. 


Shane looked at the other man. "I guess | should say thank 
you." He sighed tiredly. "I wish you could tell me what you 
want. You can't hold me here forever. Why kill those four 
men and not 


me? What is it that you want?" 


He didn't expect an answer, and he didn't get one. Instead, 
the Indian placed a hand on his 


shoulder, pushing him back against the wall. In one swift 
move Shane's shirt was cut open, 


exposing his naked chest to the cold air. 


Shane shuddered. "Now what?" he mumbled roughly, trying 
not to squirm as several very 


unpleasant hypotheses came to his mind as to what the 
man might want. 


He liked sex aS much as the next man, and he had to admit 
that this guy was really hot, but rape 


or rough sex had never been a kink of Shane's. 


Knowing he was no match for the other man in a fight, he 
remained still, allowing the Indian to 


poke and prod at his torso. Understanding dawned as he 
realized that he was being checked for 


injuries. The tattered remains of his shirt removed, Shane 
watched as the other man cleaned his 


wounds with a cloth and water from the canteen. Finished, 
the warrior reached into a pouch, 


taking out a pot covered with some kind of animal skin. 
When the Indian uncovered the pot, 


Shane grimaced at the foul scent of whatever was inside. 


A slimy, green compound was applied to the bullet wound, 
his wrists, and all the scrapes. The 
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balm might have smelled terribly, but Shane experienced its 
effect almost immediately; the pain 


and throbbing diminished, allowing the tension to slip from 
his aching muscles for the first time 


since the outlaws had caught him. Hell, since he had been 
thrown into this crazy acid trip. 


Fatigue took over at that point, and his eyes fluttered shut 
of their own volition. He felt firm but 


gentle hands laying him down on a blanket, and he 
surrendered to a healing sleep. 


KKK 


Shane didn't know how long he slept, but it wasn't a 
peaceful rest, his fever spiking dangerously 


soon after he had succumbed to whatever medicine he had 
been given. He did recall someone 


bathing his face and neck with a damp cloth, forcing him to 
drink some water and a concoction 


that tasted like shit, but, beyond that, everything was a blur. 


When he opened his eyes again, there was a wonderful 
aroma filling the cave. Turning his head, 


he saw that his new friend had lit a fire at the entrance and 
was roasting the rabbit, adding some 


herbs to the meat. 


Still feeling weak, but aware that his wounds didn't hurt as 
badly as before, Shane sat up, waiting 


for the other to acknowledge that he was awake. When that 
failed, he decided on a more frontal 


approach. 
"So, | assume you have a name?" 


The Indian turned and regarded him silently for a moment 
before finally saying, "Navezgane." 


"Is that your name? I'm Shane," he replied, uncertain. Had 
the other man actually understood 


him, or had the single uttered word been a coincidence? 
Shane returned the other man's intense 


look, licking his bottom lip at the tightening in his gut. 
Something in those haunted eyes 


propelled him to ask, "Navezgane, does it mean anything?" 
The other cocked his head. "Shane?" 


Shane rubbed at the back of his neck. "If you're asking 
about my name, Shane means God is 


gracious." 
"My name, killer of monsters." 


Shane blinked, the relief that the Indian did speak English 
quickly evaporating at those words. 


“Excuse me?" 
“"Navezgane, killer of monsters." 


Shane ran a nervous hand through his hair. "Ah. If | were a 
betting man, I'd say that wasn't the 


name your parents originally chose for you." 
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Navezgane shook his head. "Does not matter. Navezgane is 
who | am now." 


“That doesn't exactly bode well for me," Shane muttered, 
knowing how fiercely some tribes had 


hated the white man back in the old west. He forged ahead. 
"What tribe are you from?" 


Faster than Shane could breathe, the knife was dangerously 
caressing his neck. "I am N'de!" 


Navezgane spat. 


Shane held out his hands in a placating gesture, trying to 
appear calm and collected, when in 


reality his heart was pounding in his chest. "Hey, I'm sorry, 
man, | didn't mean to offend you. 


Uh, N'de?" 


"Apache." Navezgane sheathed the knife, his glare 
bordering on murderous. "All white men are the same. 
Ignorant. Liars." 


"That's not true, but for now, let's just agree to disagree. 
Can | ask why you brought me here?" 


"I search for a man." 


Shane frowned in confusion. "And? What's that got to do 
with me?" 


"| need to go into a white man town. It will be easier if | 
have one with me." 


"And you want me to go with you?" Shane scratched his 
head. "All right, | guess | can see people in this day and age 
getting a little uptight if they saw an Indian strolling down 
the main 


street by himself. But why me?" 


Navezgane shrugged. "I was hunting when | saw the fire 
coming from the campsite. Saw the 


white men holding you captive. | decided you would do." 


Shane made a face at that. "Gee, thank you. What do you 
want with this man?" 


Navezgane smirked, hand going for the handle of his knife. 
"To kill him." 


KKK 


There was a long, pregnant silence as both Shane and 
Navezgane ate some rabbit and shared the 


water from the canteen. 


"Your English is very good," Shane finally said when they 
were done. 


"| used to be a tracker for the army," Navezgane simply 
said. 


Shane nodded his understanding. He knew from his own 
travels how much easier it was to learn 


a language when you were soaking in the culture, learning 
from experience. 
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Silence fell over them again, giving Shane enough time to 
think about this whole situation, 


although he still didn't know what to do. Maybe if he had 
more information... 


"What has this man done? Why are you looking for him?" 
Navezgane knelt before him. "He and more of your filthy 
kind invaded my village, my tribe," he spat angrily. "Waited 
until the men were out hunting, then attacked. Women, 
children, the 


elders... No one was safe from their hate, from their bullets." 


Shane flinched at both Navezgane's anger and what he was 
saying. "How did you find out about 


him?" 


"One of the elders. He was badly wounded. | tried to save 
him, and he fought bravely against 


infection for many days before he died. He drew the face of 
one of the monsters. | searched for a 


long time before | found him. Tortured him until he told me 
the names of the others, where to 


find them. | have tracked them, one by one, avenging my 
people. This man is the last one. All | 


know is that he lives close to a town called Holbrook." 
"Why would these men do such a thing?" Shane asked. 


"The iron horse. White men came to our land, demanded we 
leave. We refused," Navezgane 


replied, shoulders slumping deeply, making it seem like all 
anger had drained out of him, leaving 


only weariness. "And for that, we paid the price." 


Shane nodded, disgusted. The railroad. He understood now. 
Greedy men who wanted the land at 


any cost, willing to go to any lengths to achieve their goals, 
just so their so-called civilization 


would reach further and further and further. And who really 
cared about a bunch of wild, 


dangerous savages? All in the name of progress. 


He took a long, deep breath, biting his lip. "Navezgane... Is it 
possible that you're searching for the wrong man?" 


Navezgane shook his head stubbornly. "No. Before | killed 
the other men, | made certain they 


were guilty. They all mentioned this man, Lionel Pitt. No 
mistake." 


"| can understand what you're feeling--" Shane began only 
to end up with a seriously pissed-off Navezgane in his face. 


"You can understand? You, a white man?" Navezgane raged, 
coming so close that Shane was forced to put his hands on 
the other man's chest to keep some distance. "How can you 


understand? Have you lost everyone in your life? Have you 
seen your mother, your sister, your 


family, your tribe, raped and murdered? Have you?" 


Shane swallowed, guilt washing over him. He had been 
prepared to offer meaningless platitudes, 


what he thought Navezgane would want to hear, but 
suddenly he couldn't bring himself to do it. 
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"No," he finally whispered, cutting through Navezgane's 
wrath. Shane looked down, saw that his hands were still 
resting on Navezgane chest. He could feel the man's heart 
beating violently 


under his palm. "I'm sorry. You're right, I've got no idea what 
it would be like. I've always led a sheltered life, never had to 


deal with loss or grief." His mind abruptly conjured a scene 
right out of hell, with horsemen chasing after defenseless 
women and children, laughing manically as they 


shot them, pierced their bodies with deadly blades, violated 
them brutally. "Damn it." 


"What?" Navezgane asked, eyebrows furrowed in confusion. 


Shane looked up into Navezgane's eyes. "You're right," he 
repeated. "I can't begin to imagine what it was like, what 
you're feeling. But I can't just let you kill him, no matter how 
justified 


your claim is. This country has laws and people who uphold 
them. They can see that justice is 


done." 


Shane was relieved that his intonation didn't betray his 
inner turmoil. Part of him wanted nothing 


more than to join Navezgane in the warrior's quest for 
vengeance. There was no excuse for 


killing unprotected women and children. He couldn't think of 
a more hideous crime. 


Navezgane snorted. "Do not insult me, Golinka," he 
rebuked. "Your kind hates all Indian tribes. 


They would not care about what happened." 


Choosing for the moment to ignore the strange nickname, 
Shane said, "In spite of your beliefs, 


not all white men are the same." 


"Maybe not. But your kind would still rule against me." 
Navezgane glared at him. "Those men deserved to die. They 
killed many of my tribe. Should they go unpunished?" 


“That's not the point, Navezgane," Shane argued. "You can't 
appoint yourself judge, jury, and executioner. You can't be 
the one to decide who gets to live or die. That isn't right." 


"Why? Is that not what your lawmen and others like them 
do? What is the difference? By your 


laws, those men would be hanged. Different ways, same 
result. The N'de have their own laws, 


and | acted by them. | did not shed the blood of innocents, 
unlike those demons." 


Understanding he wasn't getting through to the other man, 
Shane sighed in defeat. "All right, but 


I'll go with you all the way. Not just to Holbrook to search for 
Pitt, but to see him, too." 


Navezgane regarded him inquiringly. "Hat'ugha?" 
Shane tilted his head in confusion. "What?" 
"Why? Why do you want to go with me?" 


How could he explain it when he didn't understand it 
himself? He wasn't exactly prone to 


altruistic acts, and embarking on this folly was the 
equivalent of walking into a lion's den. Then 


again, he was already knee deep in this whole mess, so why 
not see it through to the end? Maybe 
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he could even find a way to convince Navezgane to do the 
right thing and deliver Pitt to justice. 


Although, Shane knew that Navezgane was probably right. 
Americans had broken every treaty 


made with the Native Americans. He had been on a field trip 
once to Wounded Knee, in South 


Dakota, and he had been appalled at the massacre. The 
odds of the law taking Navezgane's side 


on this one were slim to none. 


And if he was honest with himself, there was something 
about Navezgane that called out to 


something deep within him. The thought of the other man 
going after Pitt alone didn't sit well 


with Shane. He might not know much about this time, how 
to fire a gun or use a bow, but he was 


still good in a fight. 


"I'm not sure what to do, Navezgane. And to be perfectly 
sincere, | may fight you if or when you 


go after Pitt. But | don't want to see you dead. So, you either 
accept my offer to travel with 


you..." 
The other raised an eyebrow. "Or?" 


"Or I'll just follow you anyway," Shane replied stubbornly. 


Half-expecting Navezgane to go on a rampage, Shane was 
Surprised to hear him snort. "You are 


as slippery as a snake, Golinka. You are also a fool. You look 
like a city dweller. You have no 


weapons, no horse of your own... You would not be able to 
survive if | left you behind." 


Shane gave him a self-deprecating smile. "Probably true. 
But you still need me to go into town, 


right? Might as well work together." 


Navezgane glared him. "Very well. You can come. We will 
need provisions and another horse. 


But be aware, white man. | will let nothing get in my way, 
not you, not your lawmen. | will 


avenge my people." He rose and walked over to the cave's 
entrance. "I will return soon. And | 


would be very upset if you were gone when I came back. Do 
not make me hunt you down, 


Golinka." 
Shane gave him a solemn nod. "I will be here. Promise." 


With a parting snort, Navezgane disappeared into the 
afternoon sun, leaving Shane alone with his 


thoughts. 


He took a deep breath as he wrapped his arms around his 
bent legs, forehead resting on his 


knees. Reality abruptly came crashing down on him, and he 
moaned pitifully. 


"Oh, God, someone get me out of this picture," he begged 
whoever might be listening, as a 


Shiver wracked his body. 


Shane was going crazy, that had to be it. How else could he 
come to terms with the fact that he 


had traveled back in time, through a fucking mirror of all 
things, landed in the old west, and was 
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Where the hell were the men with the straitjackets? 
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Chapter Two 


Shane sat up against the wall, taking deep breaths as he did 
his best to calm down. He shook his 


head ruefully. What the hell was wrong with him? It was bad 
enough that he had fallen victim to 


some crazy-ass witch mojo, now he was aiding an Indian 
getting even with some murdering 


bastards. It would have been easy to tell himself that he just 
didn't want a man's death on his 


conscience, but it was more than that. 


He felt a pull toward Navezgane that had little to do with 
lust or desire, even though the other 


man was extremely attractive with his intense eyes and 
long, dark hair. Shane had taken an 


instant liking to Navezgane, in spite of their circumstances, 
and was reluctant to see him go 


without knowing for certain if he made it safely through his 
violent notions of revenge. 


Maybe Shane had finally lost it. But as long as he was 
already stuck here... Maybe it wasn't a 


coincidence that he had landed in the Sonoran Desert, or 
that Navezgane had saved him. Maybe 


he was exactly where he was supposed to be. 


Shane swallowed nervously. Everything had been happening 
so fast that he barely had had 


enough time to think about his situation. But now, with 
nothing to do but wait, the inconceivable 


was rapidly becoming real. 


But what if, in spite of what his gut was telling him, he really 
was dreaming? What if he had 


been in an accident of some kind, and he was in a hospital 
somewhere, in a coma, dreaming all 


of this madness? 


Or what if he was really here and wouldn't be able to ever 
go back home? What if his being in 


the past would somehow change the future? 


He groaned, hands covering his head. "Cut it out, you idiot," 
he berated himself. "The last thing you need to do right now 
is freak out." 


He sighed and forced himself to relax. One thing he knew 
for certain; Navezgane was right. Left 


to his own devices, without weapons, a horse, and some 
money, Shane wouldn't survive very 


long in this harsh land. For now, the only possible course of 
action was to stay with Navezgane 


and to try to make the best of an insane situation. 


Feeling a little more settled now that he had a plan, even if 
it was a lame-ass one, Shane sighed. 


His eyes fell on the bandages and the ointment that 
Navezgane had left behind. 


"Well, might as well make myself useful." 


He cleaned his wounds with the water from a canteen, 
rubbed on some ointment, and quickly 


bandaged his wrists and right arm. It was amazing how 
much better he felt. His arm still 


throbbed, and some movements hurt, and his wrists still 
burned somewhat, but whatever the 


smelly gunk was, it worked miracles. Obviously, modern 
medicine had never found out about 


this, or they would have been making millions. 
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He had finished putting the supplies aside, when a horse 
whinnying nearby made him freeze. 


Could it be Navezgane already? Not that the other man had 
said where he was going, but Shane 


figured that getting a second horse and some provisions 
might take a while. Maybe it was 


someone else, looking for a place to rest, wanting to use the 
cave. If that was the case, there 


might be trouble. 


He got up and walked over to the entrance of the cave, 
biting his lip worriedly when he saw that 


it really was Navezgane's horse. He seemed spooked, jittery, 
one of his legs stomping on the 


ground as he neighed. 


There was no sign of Navezgane anywhere, and the spatter 
of blood on the horse's front legs told 


Shane that something bad had happened. 


"Navezgane!" he called out. "Navezgane, you out there?" No 
answer. "Looks like it's up to me to find that deranged 
Indian," Shane muttered, as he carefully approached the 
frightened horse. 


"Hey, boy," he said softly, as the animal shied away from 
him. "I Know we didn't start on the right foot, but at the time 
| didn't know what your human was up to, and | was fighting 
for my 


life. Didn't mean to kick you." 


The horse's ears flattened against its head, but the animal 
stopped fidgeting and allowed Shane to 


move closer. Shane brushed his fingers lightly over the 
shiny fur, allowing the horse to sniff at 


his other hand, while all the time speaking gently. 


"Who knew all those summers spent working at Uncle Mike's 
ranch would pay off one day?" he 


said ruefully, remembering how, as a boy, he had used to 
complain about having to take care of 


the stabled horses. As much as Shane had hated to clean 
the stalls, riding had become one of his 


favorite things in the world, and he had always felt a deep 
connection with the proud animals. "I 


wish | had a treat for you, boy. You really are beautiful, 
aren't you? Appaloosa, right? Your 


human sure takes good care of you." 


Shane kept talking until he felt the shift in the horse's 
stance, letting him know the animal was as 


calm as he could make it. Shane brushed his hand over the 
mount's neck. 


"I'm going to mount you now, okay? Please, don't throw me 
off." He mounted slowly, relieved 


when the horse stayed still. "Thanks, boy," Shane said, 
patting his neck. "Think you can find Navezgane?" As if 
understanding his words, the horse nickered and started 
moving away from 


the cave. Shane took better hold of the reins, but didn't try 
to stop him. "I hope you know where 


you're going." 


He remained silent after that, keeping alert to his 
Surroundings, trying to memorize the path they 


were taking in case he might need to retrace their steps. His 
hand brushed over his jeans, and he 


grimaced. He hoped he didn't meet anyone on the way to 
whatever the hell he was going, 


because he looked a sight. He was shirtless, skin red from 
the sun, with bruises, bandages and 


cuts covering half of his torso and arms, and his jeans torn 
in places and so dusty that they might 


as well have been gray instead of blue. 
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It didn't take long to find what he was looking for. Shane 
saw a dead wolf lying on the dirt road 


they traveled. Coming closer, he saw the animal had been 
shot. Had it attacked Navezgane? That 


sounded unusual, since from what he knew, wolves 
preferred to hunt during the night and would 


shy away from humans. Then again, the wolf was thin to the 
point of starvation, so maybe it had 


been a desperate act. Maybe the animal had been cut off 
from his pack or something like that. 


Shaking his head at his pointless thoughts, Shane 
dismounted, eyes drawn to the steep slope to 


the side of the road. If the wolf attack had caught 
Navezgane by surprise... the horse had been 


spooked, might have thrown his rider off. Shane ran to the 
edge of the slope, and sure enough, at 


the bottom, motionless, was Navezgane. 


"Navezgane!" Shane called out, heart in his throat. When 
the other man didn't move, Shane 


cursed. "God damn it!" 


He looked around in desperation, searching for a way to get 
down there. There was a coil of rope 


attached to Navezgane's saddlebags, and Shane grabbed it, 
tying one end around a tree. He let the 


other end slide down the incline, closing his eyes ona 
prayer when it reached bottom. 


Rummaging through the saddlebags didn't get him a pair of 
gloves, as he was hoping, but he 


found a piece of cloth that he tore in two and wrapped 
around his hands. The last thing he needed 


was to shred his palms on the rope. 


Taking a deep breath, he held on to the rope. "Here goes 
nothing," he mumbled, beginning to 


slowly make his way to the unconscious man. 


He lost his footing twice, scraping his knees and making an 
even bigger mess of his jeans, but he 


made it down. When he finally reached Navezgane, Shane 
was sweating, breath escaping him in 


harsh pants. The muscles in his back and arms felt like they 
were on fire from the strain, his 


wrists were throbbing, and the bullet wound was seeping 
blood into the bandage. 


He touched his fingers to Navezgane's neck, relieved to find 
a steady pulse. His hands quickly 


examined the too-still body, finding no broken bones or 
obvious injuries except for a large bump 


on Navezgane's left temple. 


Shane shook him gently. "Navezgane. Hey, Naz, wake up," 
he said, the nickname escaping him 


without thought. 


Shane was startled when Navezgane suddenly let out a 
fierce yell and turned, taking Shane with 


him, until Shane was trapped underneath Navezgane's 
weight. The ferocious scowl on 


Navezgane's face was replaced with confusion as he looked 
down at Shane. 


"Shane?" 
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Shane cleared his throat, trying not to react to the strong, 
hard body molded to his own. "Um, 


yeah. Think... Um, think you could let me up?" Navezgane 
sat up, allowing Shane to do the 


same. "Thanks." 


"What happened?" Navezgane asked, fingers touching his 
temple gingerly. 


"As far as | can tell, you had a run-in with a wolf and ended 
up down here. You okay?" 


"| believe so. | remember the wolf; he attacked us. | shot 
him, but the horse got spooked." He focused those intense 
eyes on Shane. "You came for me?" 


Shane regarded him suspiciously. "What kind of question is 
that? Why wouldn't 1?" 


"It would have been easier to leave me here to die. No more 
revenge plans for you. You could 


keep my horse, move on." 


For some reason, Navezgane's words angered Shane. 
"Listen, you asshole, that might be the way 


you Savages solve your problems around here, but that's 
not the way | do things." 


Before he could blink, Shane was once again on his back, 
with Navezgane on top of him, the 


Indian's angry face inches from his own. "Savage? Is that 
how you see me? Huh?" 


The hurt he could sense underneath Navezgane's fury 
dispelled Shane's irritation. "No," he 


whispered. "I don't see you that way." Suddenly everything 
Shane had gone through since buying that damned mirror 
caught up to him, and he took a shuddering breath. "I'm 
sorry. | didn't mean 


to snap at you. It's just... I'm... | can't... | know you don't 
understand, but I'm stuck here, without a clue what to do 
next. And it might not be that manly to admit it, but I'm 
frightened out of my 


wits," Shane admitted, closing his eyes. 


He was surprised when Navezgane's warm palm cupped his 
cheek gently. He opened his eyes, 


getting caught in Navezgane's gaze. "You will be fine," 
Navezgane said softly. 


"Yeah?" Shane breathed, heart hammering in his chest. 
"Yas," 
“How do you figure that?" Shane asked. 


Navezgane gave him a somewhat smug smile. "Because 
you are with me." 


Shane felt his lips twitch in an involuntary smile. "Arrogant 
asshole," he said, with no heat. He exhaled deeply, 
practically melting into the ground beneath him. "Thanks, 
Naz." 


The Indian gave him a curious look, probably at the sound of 
the nickname, but merely nodded. 


He brushed his thumb slowly under Shane's eye before 
removing his hand from Shane's face, 


seeming reluctant to do so. 
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They both stood up on unsteady legs and walked over to the 
rope. 


"This is going to be fun," Shane said sardonically, as he 
looked up. He had never really liked gym as a kid, and 


climbing a rope had been on top of his list of least favorite 
things to do, mainly 


because he had never managed to go all the way up. 


“The sooner we Start..." Navezgane hinted, with a touch of 
impatience in his tone. 


Shane mock-scowled at him. "Keep your shirt on, Indian boy. 
Not all of us were born doing 


circus acts," he said, fighting off a grin at Navezgane's 
baffled expression. It was a good look on the fierce warrior, 
made him seem more human. 


Getting back up wasn't as bad as Shane thought it might be, 
although that might have been 


because the panic and fear that had driven him down to 
Navezgane in the first place weren't 


present any longer. When they finally made it to the road, 
they both sat down on the ground, 


panting. 


The horse nickered happily, mouthing at Navezgane's hair, 
making Shane laugh. "Looks like he's 


glad to see you." 


Navezgane smiled, patting the horse's head. "It would 
appear so. We need to return to the cave, 


see to your arm. The rest can wait until tomorrow." He stood 
up and mounted effortlessly, quite a 


feat for someone who had been knocked out and had to 
have at least one hell of a headache. He 


held up a hand to Shane. "Come." 


"You're not going to throw me over your mount again, are 
you?" Shane joked. 


"Do not tempt me, white man," Navezgane quipped back. 


Shane accepted the hand and was lifted onto the horse 
behind Navezgane. He put his hands on 


Navezgane's hips to keep from falling and settled in for the 
ride. The trip back to the cave was 


spent in comfortable silence. 
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When they arrived at the cave, Shane gestured to 
Navezgane. "Sit down. | want to check your 


head." 
"Your arm is bleeding," Navezgane countered. 
"Not anymore. Besides, you were unconscious. Sit." 


Shane blinked when Navezgane actually obeyed, realizing 
that he was basically ordering an 


Indian brave around, someone who could probably swat him 
like a fly. Mentally shrugging, he 


set to the task at hand. He cleaned the other man's wound 
carefully, happy to see no blood or torn 
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Skin. Rubbing some ointment on the bruise, Shane used one 
of Navezgane's bandanas to keep the 


Indian's wild hair away from the unguent. Then he checked 
for signs of a concussion by making 


sure Navezgane's pupils were the same size. 


Shane flustered a little when he realized he was looking 
deep into the other man's eyes and that 


Navezgane was watching his every move. "Sorry," Shane 
muttered. "Just checking for signs of a head injury." 


Navezgane cleared his throat twice before he spoke. "Your 
turn." 


Shane nodded, and Navezgane knelt beside him, removing 
the dirty bandage. Shane remained 


still as the other man cleaned the wound, feeling goose 
bumps whenever the gentle fingers 


brushed over his skin. The smelly salve was expertly applied 
and a new bandage wrapped around 


his arm. 


When Navezgane was done, he kept a hand on Shane's arm, 
and Shane turned to look at the 


warrior. "Something wrong?" he asked softly, afraid to 
shatter the charged mood between them. 


Navezgane was looking down at Shane's arm. "Your skin is 
soft, almost..." 


"If you say like a woman's, I'm going to punch you," Shane 
joked weakly. 


Navezgane looked up at him, their eyes catching. "You are 
nothing like a woman." 


"Glad you noticed," Shane said roughly, seconds away from 
throwing himself at the other man. 


Before Shane could move, Navezgane stood up. "We need 
food. | will hunt." 


Shane watched Navezgane reach for his weapons and rush 
out of the cave. "Coward," he 


whispered dryly, torn between relief and disappointment. 


He had no idea what had made the other man retreat when 
it was obvious that they were attracted 


to each other, but maybe it had been a good thing. 
Everything was happening too fast, and Shane 


already had enough to deal with. Or at least that's what he 
told himself. 
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After lunch they remained inside the cave, sitting against 
the wall. A thought came to Shane, and 


he turned to Navezgane. 
"Naz, can | ask you something?" 


"Yes, ul 


"You said those men attacked your tribe when the men had 
left to hunt, which is the main reason 


why they killed the elders, the women, and the children." 
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Navezgane's jaw clenched tightly. "Yes. Despicable snakes, 
all of them." 


“How is your tribe going to survive without the women and 
the children?" 


Navezgane's shoulders slumped. "We cannot. The warriors 
may be welcomed into another N'de 


tribe, marry the women, and foster children, but the original 
tribe is gone forever." 


Shane touched Navezgane's thigh in sympathy. "I'm sorry." 


Navezgane's hand covered his, but he didn't say anything, 
and Shane didn't push. 


Shane was abruptly ambushed by a jaw-breaking yawn. 
"Sorry," he told Navezgane sheepishly. 


Navezgane chuckled. "You need rest, Golinka. Sleep. | will 
keep watch." 


Shane didn't really feel like sleeping, but he was tired, and 
his body was still healing, so he 


acquiesced. "'Kay." 


He lay down on his good side, shivering as his naked skin 
reacted to the coldness of the stone 


beneath him, even with the blanket in between. Moments 
later there was a warm body behind 


him, and Shane tensed, not from fear, but rather 
uncertainty. 


Navezgane misjudged Shane's tension. "I will not harm you, 
Shane." 


Shane smiled, even though the other man couldn't see it. "I 
know." He hesitated, then, "Naz?" 


"Yas?" 


There was so much Shane wanted to say. Thanks for saving 
me from those outlaws, thanks for 


being here and keeping me sane, it feels right being beside 
you. But he simply settled for, 


“Thanks for saving my life." 


A hand settled lightly on Shane's arm, well below his wound. 
"You saved mine today," 


Navezgane said. "We are even." 


They weren't, not even close, but Shane didn't say it aloud. 
Instead, he snuggled closer to the 


other man's body and slept. 
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When Shane opened his eyes again, it was morning. 
Navezgane was still sleeping beside him, so 


Shane got up silently, and went out to relieve himself. He 
was a little hungry, since they 


obviously both slept through dinner last night, but what he 
really, really wanted was a bath. His 


Skin was itching from the dirt, and his jeans were ruined and 
grimy to the point he felt like 


torching them. 
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Shane suddenly remembered seeing some clothes in 
Navezgane's saddlebags the day before and 


wondered if they would fit him. He was desperate enough to 
try anything in order to feel clean. 


Rummaging inside the bags, he found a fringed vest and a 
pair of pants, both in dark brown 


buckskin. Shane hoped the other man wouldn't mind too 
much if he borrowed them. Navezgane 


could always get Shane some clothes later, when he went 
for the second horse and the supplies. 


With that thought in mind, Shane left the cave, looking for a 
source of water. 


He listened for a while, walking slowly, knowing there had to 
be a well or a river nearby, as he 


had noticed Navezgane leave to refill the canteens a few 
times. He found it a moment later, a 


stream deep enough for him to bathe in and submerge 
himself completely. He removed his 


sneakers, jeans, and underwear, and the bandages covering 
his wounds, practically plunging into 


the stream in his eagerness to get clean. He took his time 
scrubbing his body and hair, enjoying 


the freshness of the water caressing his skin. 


Finally satisfied, he walked over to the bank, standing still 
for a while, allowing the warm sun to 


dry him off. He examined his wounds carefully, relieved to 
see they were healing nicely. He 


bandaged them again, then set out to get dressed. 


The pants were a bit difficult to put on; they fit like a second 
Skin, riding low on his hips and 


forcing him to forego his underwear. They were comfortable, 
though, and seemed to adjust to his 


every movement. The vest was just as snug, once fastened. 
The hem, at the sides, came about to 


the top of his hips, showing just the barest hint of flesh, the 
fringes angling down to points in the 


back and the front. 


He looked down at himself and chuckled. All he needed was 
long hair and he could be a white 


Indian. Well, at least until one looked at his feet and noticed 
his sneakers. Apparently, he even 


had an Indian name, Golinka, although he had failed to ask 
what it meant. 


Realizing he had been away from the cave for too long, 
Shane hurried back along the path, 


frowning as he heard snarling and the sound of objects 
being thrown violently against the cave 


walls. He rushed inside to see Navezgane destroying 
everything in his way in a blind rage. 


Wondering what had brought that on, Shane took a step 
closer. 


"Naz?" he called softly. 


The Indian turned, face twisted into a furious mask, then 
froze in shock as he stared at Shane. 


The fury was replaced by bewilderment, his eyes darkening 
considerably. He licked his lips, then 


finally spoke, his voice hoarse, "I would never expect you to 
dress in such a way." 


Uncomfortable with the tension that seemed to thrum in the 
air between them, Shane ran a hand 


through his damp hair. "My clothes were ruined, and | 
needed something to wear. Is this okay? | 


didn't mean to overstep... Um, | mean, you can get me new 
clothes when you go out, right?" he 


said awkwardly. 


Swift as wind, Navezgane's mood shifted, and he grinned. "I 
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said, nostrils flaring. 
Shane gulped, taking a step back. "You do?" 


"Yes," Navezgane hissed, practically crowding him. "You 
should keep them. | decided we 


should leave now, together. We can find the nearest town 
and find what we need there." 


Shane forced his heartbeat to slow down. "So, um, we leave 
now?" he repeated stupidly, for 


Clarification, his brain currently lacking enough blood to 
function properly. 


Navezgane nodded. "Yes." He cleared his throat, 
wantonness replaced by embarrassment as he 


looked at the destruction around them. "I need to pack 
again." 


"I'll help you." 


Together they made short work of gathering all of 
Navezgane's possessions, placing them in the 


saddlebags. Just before they exited the cave, Shane touched 
the other man's hand lightly. 


"| made you a promise. | won't leave," Shane said. 


Shane guessed he was at fault for Navezgane's fit of rage. 
The Indian had woken up alone in the 


cave, and had obviously assumed that Shane had run out on 
him. 


Navezgane's gaze locked with his, probably judging his 
sincerity. "I believe you," he finally 


stated. 


As they mounted the horse, Shane looked at Navezgane. "To 
Holbrook?" 


"To Holbrook," Navezgane agreed. 


KKK 


They made camp for the night as soon as it began to get 
dark. They had stopped briefly at one 


small dwelling to buy provisions, the suspicious looks they 
received convincing them it would be 


better not to dally, so they had kept on their way. 


Without having to be told, Shane gathered wood for a fire 
while Navezgane hunted something 


for dinner. Fire started, rabbit roasting, they both sat down, 
enjoying the stillness of the night. 


"I can't believe you tried to convince me not to buy new 
clothes," Shane half-protested, half- 


laughed, as he brushed a hand over his new shirt. 


Navezgane smirked. "I told you that I liked to see you in my 
clothes." 


"The clothes | bought will make it easier to look 
inconspicuous when we're looking for Pitt," 


Shane said. 
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"Just as long as you keep mine for future use," Navezgane 
drawled. 


Shane grinned, flattered. His smile vanished as he 
remembered something. "Naz, please don't get 


mad, but I've got to ask you something." 
The Indian nodded. "Ask." 


“The money you gave me to buy my horse and clothes and 
the provisions..." 


"| earned it working for the white man," Navezgane said, not 
sounding upset. 


"Okay. Sorry, | had to ask." Shane's eyes fell on the 
holstered Colt resting by Navezgane's 


saddlebags. "Why buy a gun, though? You haven't used one 
before." 


Navezgane shrugged. "Extra protection. Pitt sounds like a 
tougher man that the fools who 


worked for him." 


Shane nodded, looking up at the starry sky, then at the fire, 
and chuckled. "All we need now is 


some marshmallows, singing, or story-telling, and we'd have 
an old-fashioned camping tradition 


going." 
Navezgane canted his head. "Marshmallows?" 


"Hmm," Shane grinned. "Yeah. It's a... spongy confection, | 
guess you might call it. When | was a child, my parents used 
to take me camping, like this. We'd sit around a fire at night, 
toasting 


marshmallows and singing or telling stories. It's a tradition." 


Navezgane nodded. "We had the same tradition. Baya, one 
of our elders, had traveled for many 


years, and he knew many stories from other tribes. He 
would tell them to us by the campfire 


while we ate." 

“Does your tribe have any stories like that?" Shane asked. 
"Yes." 

“Could you tell me one?" Shane asked hesitantly. 


He didn't want to cross any lines, not when they seemed to 
be getting along so well, to the point 


of openly flirting with each other, but he was very curious 
about Navezgane and the Apache. It 


was one thing to learn about history in a book or a TV 
documentary, but to actually be living it... 


It was awesome. 


"| could tell you the story of creation," Navezgane said. "My 
people believe that, in the beginning, there was only 
darkness. There was no sun, no day. And the night had no 
moon or 


stars. But there were many creatures, like birds, dragons, 
lions, lizards, and serpents, all gifted 
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with reason and the power of speech. Mankind could not 
prosper under such harsh conditions, 


for the dragons and the serpents would try to destroy all 
human offspring." 


"Nice," Shane muttered, already enthralled by Navezgane's 
story-telling voice and the world he was beginning to paint. 
At Navezgane's reproaching look, he reddened. "Sorry, go 
on." 


"There were two tribes of creatures: the beasts, like the 
dragons and serpents, and the feathered 


tribe, which had the eagle as their chief. The two tribes 
often held councils, and the birds -- tired 


of all the darkness around them -- wanted light admitted, 
but the beasts refused. Eventually, the 


birds made war against the beasts." 
"Who won?" 


"The birds. But it was a fierce war. The beasts were sneaky 
and hard to kill, and the eagle had to 


teach his tribe how to use a bow and arrows. Finally, only 
the dragon remained. He could not be 


killed because he had four layers of scales, and the arrows 
could not penetrate those. But the 


birds now held the council meetings and light was admitted, 
creating the day and the sun, the 


moon, and the stars. The eagle was chief in this good fight, 
so his feathers began to be used by 


man as a symbol of wisdom, justice, and power." 


Shane grinned. "Always wondered what the connection was 
between the tribes and the feathers. 


Keep going." 


"Among the few humans still alive after the war was a 
woman blessed with many children, who 


had always been destroyed by the beasts. Years after the 
war, she had a baby boy. In order to 


protect him from the dragon, she placed him in a deep cave, 
building a fire in front of it so that it 


could not be seen and so that the child would remain 
warm." 


"She left him there?" Shane asked, incredulous. "How could 
a simple fire hide the entrance to the cave? Besides, fire 
draws attention, so that's stupid. And why couldn't the 
humans start to breed 


again? Why didn't the birds help her keep the boy safe?" 


Navezgane gave a long-suffering sigh. "I pity your parents, 
pale face. You ask too many 


questions. This is a legend; | do not have all the answers." 


Shane nodded, chastised. "Okay, sorry. Anyway, the woman 
left the baby in the cave and..." 


"She did not leave him there. Every day, she would return to 
nurse the child and rebuild the fire. 


Whenever the dragon asked her, she would say she had no 
more children. When the boy was 


older, he decided he wanted to go hunting. At his request, 
one of his remaining uncles made a 


Small bow and arrows, and the next day they went hunting." 
"And met the dragon," Shane crowed. 


Navezgane rolled his eyes. "Who is telling the story, you or 
|?" 
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"Sorry. So, what happened on the hunt?" 


“That day, while they were hunting a deer, the dragon 
appeared. The boy was not afraid, but the 


uncle was paralyzed with fear. The boy asked the dragon if 
he wanted to fight, and the dragon 


said yes. They each took four arrows and stood one hundred 
paces from each other, and 


exchanging consecutive shots with the dragon going first. 
Each time, the boy managed to elude 


the arrows from the dragon by leaping into the air and 
landing on a bright rainbow, only to come 


back down to earth." 
"And when it was the boy's turn?" 


"When it was time for the boy to shoot, the dragon was not 
worried. He still had his scales, and 


nothing could kill him. The boy shot the first arrow, striking 
the dragon in the heart and 


shattering one layer of scales. The next shot destroyed 
another coat of scales, and the next as 


well, exposing the dragon's heart. The fourth arrow pierced 
the beast's heart, killing it. The boy 


was called Apache. Usen taught him how to prepare herbs 
for medicine, how to hunt, and how to 


fight. He was the first chief of our people and wore feathers 
of the eagle as emblems of his 


power, wisdom, and justice. Usen gave the Apache people 
their home in the land of the west." 


"Usen?" Shane asked softly, touched by the legend. 


"Giver of life." Navezgane cleared his throat. "I should see to 
your injuries," he said. "I need to make sure they are healing 
well." 


Shane gave his consent with a quick nod, again trying not to 
Shiver at the feather light touches 


brushing over his sensitized body as Navezgane inspected 
each cut and scrape carefully. His 


wrists were seen to next, and finally the wound in his 
forearm. 


Navezgane unwound the bandage, gently cleaning the 
wound, and once again spread some of the 


green slime on it. A bandage was reapplied, but before he 
could move, Shane grabbed his hand. 


"Naz, wait." He looked down at their joined hands, deciding 
that it was now or never. He needed to tell Navezgane about 
what had happened with the mirror. But damn it, he was 
terrified. He 


didn't want to lose his touchstone, his only link to reality, 
however warped that reality might be. 


Most of all, he didn't want to lose Navezgane. "I've got 
something to tell you, but... | want you to believe me, to 
know that I'm telling you the truth." 


He sounded agitated, and Navezgane reacted to it, taking 
hold of both of Shane's hands as if to 


give him strength. "Easy, Golinka. Tell me." 
"You're going to think I'm mad." 


Navezgane gave him a surprisingly sweet smile. "I already 
think you are crazy." 


Shane chuckled, some of the tension leaving his body. "This 
is part of it, part of what | feel. This easiness, this 
connection with you... It shouldn't feel this way." He 
hesitated, but needed to know Man in the Mirror - 30 


if it was mutual. "Do you feel it too?" 


"Yes. | felt it from the moment | laid eyes on you. That is 
why | chose you, why | took you away 


from the other men. You are different." 


Shane sighed. "Yeah, and there lies the crux of the 
situation." 


Navezgane tilted his head. "I do not understand." 


Shane ran a nervous hand through his hair. "I'm not from 
this time. I... I'm from the future." 


When Navezgane frowned, Shane forged ahead, "I moved to 
a new town last month. | was still 


getting to know it. The streets, the people... | ended up at 
this antique store, bought a mirror." 


Wondering if Navezgane knew what a mirror was, Shane 
added, "Something you use to see your 


reflection. Anyway, the storekeeper told me that it was 
crafted by a witch, that it was supposed to 


grant its owner what they desired the most." 
"Powerful magic," Navezgane said, his expression serious. 


"You believe me?" Shane asked, perplexed. 


"My people believe that shamans connect past to the future, 
this world to the next. Perhaps that 


witch could do the same." 


Shane felt so relieved that he was almost weak with it. 
“Thank God," he said. "I thought you were going to think 
that | was making some story up so I could get away from 
you." 


Navezgane's gaze was suddenly sharp. "Are you?" 


"No!" Shane almost shouted. "But | need you to understand 
that I'm not the one in control here. | may never go home, 
or... or | could be gone the next second. | don't know how 
the mirror 


works." 


Navezgane was silent for a moment, and then a hint of 
mischief shone in his eyes. "You touched 


the mirror for your wish, and you chose the desert? You are 
mad, Golinka." 


Shane glared. "It was an accident, | wasn't wishing for 
anything, | just touched it because it was 


acting weird." He looked down, feeling somewhat bashful. "I 
think ending up here might have 


something to do with..." He couldn't say it. What if he was 
wrong? What if the mirror was faulty 


and he could have landed somewhere else just as easily? 
What if he really was insane? 


But Navezgane said it for him. He tipped Shane's head up 
until they were looking at each other 


again. "It is me. My people also believe some souls are 
destined to meet again, regardless of time 


and place. You came for me." 


Shane shook his head, feeling a little frightened and excited 
at the same time. "This is all so... 


unreal." 
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Navezgane stood, unrolling a blanket on the ground, 
obviously ready to turn in. "I will give you 


time to get used to the idea. You are mine." 


Shane sputtered, half-flattered, half-annoyed at the man's 
arrogance. "And you're an asshole." 


"Curious expression," Navezgane said, after a few seconds 
of amused silence. "| understand the meaning, and since 
you keep using it when you are mad at me, | can see that it 
is an insult in 


your time?" 
"Smart Indian," Shane complimented sarcastically 


"When I was a tracker for the army, | learned many... 
colorful expressions. That was also where | 


got the money we used today." 


That certainly shut Shane up. 
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Chapter Three 


They rode most of the next day without stopping. Shane had 
to admit he was having a great time, 


even though he was a little sore from all that riding. To be 
this free, with nothing to hold him 


down, to be in the company of someone he was genuinely 
coming to care about... It was heaven. 


There was a part of him that was starting to hope he would 
never get back, that he could stay 


with Navezgane forever, whimsical as the thought was. 


There was still much to be decided, and the future was 
definitely uncertain, but he would take 


each moment as it came. No point in driving himself nuts 
when there were so many different 


paths ahead of him. On one side, there was the problem 
with Pitt, Navezgane's revenge, and what 


would happen when they finally met the man. And the 
thought that Shane was living on 


borrowed time never really slipped his mind. He could find 
himself back home at any second, or 


worse, somewhere else in time, aS he had no idea how the 
mirror really worked. 


"The sun will go down soon," Navezgane said, breaking the 
comfortable silence. "We must make camp for the night." 


Shane nodded his agreement, eyes glancing at the lush 
wilderness around them. They had been 


making good time. They had ridden past several small 
towns, their steady pace bringing them 


closer to Holbrook. 


He dismounted and flexed his shoulders, smiling fondly at 
the bandages on his arm and wrists. 


That morning, before they took to the road again, 
Navezgane had insisted on anointing his 


wounds with the green balm again before rewrapping them 
in the bandages so that Shane 


wouldn't smear it all over himself. 


Shane couldn't deny that it helped that he could ride 
without feeling twinges of pain with every 


move. While most of his cuts and bruises were healing 
nicely, the bullet graze and his rope- 


burned wrists still ached somewhat. 


He spent a few minutes taking care of the horses, giving 
them pieces of the apples they had 


bought in town. 


"You are spoiling them," Navezgane said, but there was a 
note of affection in his tone. 


"| don't care. Valor and Odin worked hard today, they need a 
treat," Shane said, ignoring the way Navezgane rolled his 
eyes at the names of the newly christened horses. 


Shane refused to have such a trusted companion remain 
nameless. So Navezgane's mount was 


now Odin, and his own, Valor. They were two beautiful 
Appaloosa stallions, tall and fit and 


intelligent. Shane could already distinguish their 
personalities. Odin was the leader, always 


serious and brooding. Valor was a natural joker, loving to 
bump against Odin, and occasionally 


biting Odin's rump, which annoyed the other horse to no 
end. 
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The apples gone, Shane went through their saddlebags, 
taking out what they would need to set up 


camp. Then he went to gather up some kindling to build a 
fire, while Navezgane went in search 


of fresh water. 


Shane was moving away from the camp, crouching down to 
pick up a few sticks, when 


something suddenly threw him off his feet, turning him 
upside down. He let out a startled yell as 


he found himself a few feet off the ground, tightly caught in 
some kind of net. The more he 


struggled to escape the trap, the more tangled he got in the 
sturdy cord. He had no idea what the 


net was made of, but the cord was extremely thin and 
beginning to bite cruelly into his skin. 


"Oh, man," he panted. "How do get myself into shit like 
this?" 


"Shane," a voice called out to him. "Stop moving." 


Shane closed his eyes, never having been so glad to hear 
Navezgane's voice before. Shane 


watched from the corner of his eye as Navezgane 
approached the trap, a hunting knife in his 


hand. The Indian circled the trap, eyeing it this way and 
that, until Shane was ready to snap at 


him to hurry up. Being upside down was making him sick. 
"Well?" he finally asked. 


"| will have to climb up the tree and cut the rope holding the 
trap." 


Shane groaned. "Just what | need, more bruises. Go for it." 


He watched Navezgane climb the tree, easy as a monkey, 
the knife cutting through a thick piece 


of rope. Shane barely had time to hold his breath and brace 
himself, and then he was falling to 


the ground with a pain-filled grunt. 


Navezgane jumped down of the tree and rushed over to 
Shane, running his hands up and down 


Shane's body. "Are you all right?" Navezgane asked, voice 
tight. 


Shane took a deep breath and gazed up at the other man. 
"Yeah," he exhaled sharply, his pulse 


finally beginning to slow. He sat up, forehead resting against 
Navezgane, who was crouching 


next to him. "Thank you for saving my ass again." 


Navezgane gripped the back of his neck gently. "You are 
most welcome. It is a very nice ass. 


And, after all, you do belong to me." 


Shane laughed and finally moved away from Navezgane, 
reluctance in every bone. "Come on, 


let's go back to the camp." 


Dusk had fallen and night was shrouding the forest in cool 
darkness by the time they returned to 


the campsite. Shane saw both their canteens standing close 
to their gear, no doubt filled to the 


brim. Together, they prepared a light meal and some coffee, 
also bought the day before, sitting as 


close to the welcoming flames as they could without burning 
themselves. It was a frigid night. 
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"We should share our blankets tonight," Navezgane said, as 
he sat down in front of the fire, 


across from Shane. "It is cold." 


"All right." He hesitated and then spoke the words that had 
played around in his mind all day, his voice low and 
beseeching. "Naz, by this time tomorrow we will have 
reached Holbrook. Please, 


let me to go into town and talk to the local sheriff. He might 
be able to help us." 


“How can | be certain?" Navezgane countered. "All--" 


"Don't even try that bullshit about all white men being the 
same," Shane interrupted angrily. "I'm still here, and I'm not 
planning on leaving." He sighed tiredly. "What's done is 
done; we can't bring the other men back from the dead. And 
the truth is, given the crime they committed, | can't 


say that | blame you for what you did. But | also can't sit by 
and watch you kill another man. 


Even if it's someone as despicable as Pitt. Please?" 


Navezgane shook his head, expression torn between 
irritation and amusement. "I should never 


have agreed to let you come along, Golinka. You are ruining 
me. Very well. Tomorrow we go to 


Holbrook and talk to the sheriff." His eyes narrowed 
dangerously. "If he does nothing, | will. 


Understand?" 


Shane nodded. "If the law fails to help us, / will be right by 
your side." 


Navezgane stared at him for a long while, then sighed. 
"Agreed. We should sleep. Tomorrow we 


rise with the sun." 


Shane groaned pitifully. "I hate early mornings. It's 
unnatural to wake up at the crack of dawn." 


"A hunter who rises early will catch the best game," 
Navezgane told him with a grin. 


Shane grimaced. "Very funny." 


They spread a blanket on the ground, lying down together, 
two extra blankets shielding them 


from the chilled air. Tired from the hard ride, Shane closed 
his eyes, an involuntary smile 


grazing his lips as he thought at how cozy it all felt, how 
nice it was to sleep this close to 


someone again. 
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Shane woke up sometime later, eyes scanning his 
surroundings for something wrong. Finding no 


reason why his sleep had been disturbed, he snuggled back 
into the blankets, enjoying the 


warmth of the body lying so close behind him. A sudden 
curiosity overtook him, and he turned, 


expecting to find Navezgane in deep slumber. Instead, the 
other man was wide awake, and their 


gazes locked and held, neither breaking the silence. 


Shane waited with bated breath as Navezgane cupped his 
face gently, thumb sliding back and 
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forth over Shane's stubbled cheek as they stared into each 
other's eyes. 


"Dénzhéné," Navezgane whispered reverently. 


For some reason, Shane's heart hurt. "What does that 
mean?" he asked softly. 


"Beautiful," the other man replied, the slightest bit of 
pressure from his hand bringing them close together. 


Shane wanted to protest. Men weren't supposed to be 
beautiful; he certainly wasn't. But then 


their lips met, and his train of thought evaporated. He 
opened up to welcome Navezgane's tongue 


into his mouth. The kiss deepened, growing in strength and 
passion, and Shane felt Navezgane's 


hand let go of his face to slide across his shoulders and 
down his back, caressing his body with 


increasing heat. 


Reality asserted itself, and he pushed against Navezgane's 
chest gently, forcing them to break 


apart. "Wait," he panted harshly. 
"You did not like it?" Navezgane asked with a frown. 


Shane gave a humorless bark of laughter. "Oh, | liked it all 
right; | liked it too much." He closed his eyes for a moment, 
feeling like a heel. "I'm aman, of course | liked it. My libido 
has a mind 


of its own, and I'd like nothing better than to jump your 
bones. However..." 


"This is not the right moment," Navezgane said with regret. 


"No. No, it isn't," Shane agreed. He touched his forehead to 
Navezgane's. "I'm sorry. | know I've been pushing, getting in 
your face with this. | didn't mean to lead you on or to hurt 
you." 


"No reason to feel sorry," Navezgane answered, and Shane 
finally looked into his eyes again. 


“There is too much happening for us to follow this path right 
now. You made the right choice 


when I could not. | will wait until it feels right for both of us." 


"Next thing, you will be telling me you were wrong about us 
white men," Shane quipped weakly. 


Navezgane gave him a lopsided smile. "That would be 
impossible. There are too many of you to 


prove me right. But you have shown me that some white 
men do have souls." At Shane's 


quizzical look, he explained, "The elders teach us that the 
white men have no souls. But | can see 


yours. | always could." He brushed a kiss over Shane's 
temple. "Go to sleep, Golinka." 


Shane obeyed, body and heart still aching for Navezgane, 
knowing he could easily fall in love 


with the handsome man. And it saddened Shane to think of 
Navezgane alone in the world, no 


tribe, no family, no friends, without anyone who cared for 
him. Shane didn't wish such a fate on 


his worst enemy. 


No matter what people said, loneliness could kill you just as 
surely as a bullet. Man wasn't a 
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solitary animal, and someone like Navezgane, who was used 
to belonging to a tribe, to 


something solid, would certainly wither away and die if he 
was on his own. 
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Shane had been expecting things between him and 
Navezgane to become awkward after the 


night before, but, surprisingly, they remained comfortable 
with each other. They rose somewhat 


later that morning, but even with a brief stop at noon for 
some much needed food, Shane guessed 


they couldn't be more than one hour's ride from Holbrook. 


"Nahkahyen," Navezgane said unexpectedly, shattering the 
silence. 


Shane stared at him, puzzled. "What?" 


"My real name is Nahkahyen. It means keen sighted. 
Warriors take their names from a personal 


trait or something that makes them special. One of the 
reasons | became a tracker is because of 


my good vision, even at night. One of my braves was called 
Tooahyaysay, or strong swimmer. 


He nearly drowned in the river once." 


"And before taking a warrior name, what do you call 
yourselves?" Shane asked curiously, 


wanting to know more about his intriguing companion. 


Shane's love for photography had long ago woken a love of 
culture, making him want to learn 


the story behind every picture. He wanted to know more 
about Navezgane's tribe, about his 


ways, his customs, about the people who had helped shape 
him into the man he was today. Every 


tidbit was precious. 


Navezgane shrugged. "Until we find that which will define us 
as a warrior, we are called 


ishkaynay, a boy or youth." His troubled eyes turned to 
Shane. "Nahkahyen is dead now, only Navezgane remains. 


Most of the tribe died in the attack, and the others went 
north. | am all 


alone." 


Shane led his mount closer to Navezgane's and reached out 
a hand to squeeze the other man's 


shoulder tightly. "You are not alone, Naz. Never that." 


“But who am I? | am N'de, Apache. | cannot understand the 
white people or be welcomed among 


them. | am different. But | do not belong with the N'de 
anymore, for | have spent much time with 


the white man. Nahkahyen and Navezgane are both at war 
inside me; | am a stranger to myself." 


Shane licked his lips a little nervously, but spoke from the 
heart. "I can't imagine going through 


what happened to you, Naz, and | guess you probably know 
this better than anyone, how nature 


finds a way to respond to unbelievable pressure, how we 
can adjust to just about anything. And 


I've got no idea what I'd do if | were in your shoes, but | 
think you'll find a way to use both of 


these parts of you. | think that you're already doing it. 
Probably have been before we even met. 


But | have to be perfectly honest with you; | like the man | 
see before me." 
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Navezgane gave him a grateful smile. "Ashoge. Thank you, 
my friend." 


Shane returned the smile. "How do you say you're welcome 
in N'de?" 


"Aheyaeh," Navezgane replied. 


"In that case, a'eyaheh," Shane echoed, purposely 
stumbling over the words, trying to lighten the mood. 


Navezgane's grateful grin stayed on Shane's mind for a long 
time. 
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Holbrook was a small town, and obviously not known for its 
beauty and cleanliness. The main 


street was covered in mud, dirt, and garbage. The air stunk 
of rotten wood, human filth, and other 


odors Shane thought best not to ponder too closely. 


Shane gritted his teeth in both anger and fear as they made 
their way to the sheriff's office, 


feeling every denizen's eyes boring holes in their backs. 
Apparently, it wasn't every day that an 


Indian dared to stroll down the main street of the not-so- 
quaint podunk. 


They pulled up in front of the sheriff's office, dismounted, 
and Shane did his best to keep his 


head down as he tied Valor's reins. He was relieved to see 
Navezgane follow his lead. Shane had 


half-expected the other man to snarl at their audience, 
threatening them with his tomahawk. 


They stepped up onto the boardwalk, and Shane took a 
deep breath to stop himself from reacting 


to the animosity in the air. Having traveled around the 
world, and being gay, he had been 


subjected to obvious displays of bigotry before, but never 
this intense. Not even in that small 


town they had gotten provisions from had it been this bad. 


It made him want to turn back and run for cover, especially 
as he was unarmed. For the first 


time, Shane wished he had asked Navezgane for one of the 
warrior's weapons. As soon as they 


finished talking to the sheriff, they would leave Holbrook as 
fast as possible. He didn't fancy 


another bullet wound or a knife to his back. 


He avoided looking any of the locals in the eye, not wanting 
to invite confrontation, and walked 


into the office, Navezgane close at his heels. A deputy was 
sitting behind the desk, and, upon 


their entrance, he rose from his chair with a gasp, looking 
Navezgane up and down, his 


expression caught between awe and disgust. 


"Yeah?" he asked, voice hardening. 


"We need to see the sheriff," Shane said. "It's urgent." 


"He ain't here," the deputy said, spitting some tobacco on 
the floor. 
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Shane made a face at that. "Where is he? When will he be 
back?" 


"Don' know," the man said with a shrug, his tone hostile. 


"This fool is not going to help us," Navezgane said angrily. 
"We tried it your way, now is my turn. | will find Pitt, one way 
or another." 


This caught the deputy's attention. "Pitt? Ya talkin’ about 
Lionel Pitt?" the man asked 


suspiciously. "What do you want with him?" 
"You know him?" Shane asked warily. 


"He owns all the land in this town, a business or two, and he 
has a ranch to the north of here, the Snake Pitt," the deputy 
said, looking somewhat fearful. "You better not be plannin' 
something 


stupid, ya hear? We don't like no trouble ‘round these 
parts." 


"I see," Shane said. 


And he did. There was no way the law around here was 
going to help them. Either Pitt had them 


all eating out of his hand, or they would probably be too 
afraid to assist Shane and Navezgane. 


The two of them would be lucky if they didn't land behind 
bars forever. Or dead. 


"What do you want with Pitt?" the deputy asked again, 
watching them through narrowed eyes. 


"None of your business," Shane said, trying to curb a 
sudden need to fidget. He was getting a bad feeling about 
this. If this town belonged to Pitt, sooner or later the man 
would be told they were 


looking for him. "Let's get out of here." 


Navezgane had clearly picked up on Shane's anxiety, for he 
nodded. "Yes." 


They rushed out of the building, but Shane was forced to 
come to a sudden halt to avoid 


colliding with a man who was on his way in. It was the 
town's sheriff. 


He was in his late forties, tall and solid, his stiff posture 
speaking blatantly of a military 


background. At the moment, he was standing with his hands 
at his holster, assessing both Shane 


and Navezgane with a disapproving expression. 


"Gentlemen," he greeted them curtly. "I'm Sheriff Bridges. 
Everything all right?" 


"Of course, Sheriff," Shane said smoothly. "We needed to 
exchange a brief word with your 


deputy, and now we're leaving. Have a pleasant day, sir." 


Shane gestured to Navezgane, and before the sheriff could 
ask any more questions, they were 


mounting their horses and galloping out of town like bats 
out of hell. Only when they had left 


Holbrook far behind did they slow down, and Shane let go of 
the tension coiling in him. 
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"What now?" Shane asked, patting Valor gently, fearing he 
already knew the answer. 


"We are far enough away from town, we should be safe 
here. We will set camp for the night. | 


need to think," Navezgane said grimly. 


Shane nodded his agreement. They needed to regroup, to 
plot a course of action. Not that he 


could see that many options available. In a way, they were 
both strangers in this land, without 


anyone they could trust or go to for help. They could either 
let Lionel Pitt's crimes go 


unpunished or seek revenge. But would Shane be able to 
live with himself if they chose the 


latter? 
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Shane was stoking the fire when he felt Navezgane's eyes 
on him. Looking up, he cocked his 


head. "What?" 


"Why are you here? | know you do not want me to go 
against Pitt. But is that the only reason?" 


Shane smiled. "Not the only reason, no. You should know 
that by now. | like you, Navezgane." 


Navezgane nodded, a slight smile curling his own lips. "I feel 
the same, Golinka." 


Shane shook his head ruefully. "What exactly does that 
mean, Golinka? I've been meaning--" He 


stopped talking suddenly, straightening his shoulders as 
something intruded on his awareness. 


Eyes wide, he scanned their surroundings warily. "Do you 
hear that?" 


Navezgane stilled for a moment and then abruptly stood, 
snarling what sounded like a curse. 


Obviously, he heard it, too. 
Horses. Approaching rapidly. 


Shane saw them coming through the trees, a small group of 
riders, their rifles glinting in the late 


afternoon sun. Gunfire erupted all around them, and Shane 
pushed Navezgane to the ground, 


both doing their best to become one with the boulders in 
front of them. 


"So much for us being safe here. | don't suppose you've got 
a spare weapon on you | could 


borrow, do you?" Shane asked, seeing Navezgane grab his 
gun tightly. The other man handed 


him a scalping knife. "What | am supposed to do with this?" 
he retorted peevishly. "Get myself a toupee for my golden 
years?" 


"Beggars cannot be choosers," Navezgane said with a scowl, 
as he fired his revolver. 


Shane rolled his eyes before turning his attention to the 
horsemen. They were getting closer, still 


firing, but luckily Navezgane had decided to set camp ona 
slight elevation, which, along with 


the large boulders they were hiding behind, made it difficult 
for the five men to hit them. 
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Seeming to realize just that, the men stopped shooting. 
“Come out of there," one of them shouted. 


"Why? I'm perfectly comfortable where | am," Shane 
drawled sardonically. 


"Listen, wiseass, we can stay here all night, if we have ta. 
It's up to you. We can do this the hard way or the easy way. 
No point in prolonging your sufferin'." 


"That's awfully nice of you. Considering the situation, | think 
we'll take the hard way. I've got to say, this is hardly a fair 
fight. Five strong men, armed to the teeth, against two 
virtually 


defenseless men... Quite a challenge, isn't it?" 


There was a short silence, then another voice, "You callin' us 
cowards, boy?" 


"What are you doing?" Navezgane asked Shane, 
incredulous. 


"Didn't they teach you to taunt your enemies in warrior 
class?" Shane winked at a gaping 


Navezgane. Louder, to their opponents, he said, "Perish the 
thought. However, if you feel 


offended, maybe it's true." 


"That's it," one of the riders snapped, the sound of a rifle 
being thrown to the ground loud and clear. "Come out here 
and I'll beat the crap out of ya with my bare hands." 


"Of course you will. Right after one of your friends fills me 
full of lead. | don't think so." 


"You have my word we won't shoot you. There's five o' us 
and two o' you. Sounds like good 


odds... for us," the man finished with a laugh. 


Shane turned to Navezgane. "What do you think? His word 
means nothing, you must know that." 


Navezgane nodded. "Yes. But it is better to die fighting than 
face life with dishonor." A 


decisively wicked grin lit up his face. "Besides, as a 
Suquamish chief once said, 'there is no 


death, only a change of worlds.'" 


Shane gave him a mock-offended look. "I like this world just 
fine. But what the hell." He heaved himself to his feet and 
began to move toward the riders, aware of Navezgane 
walking beside 


him. "Well, here we are," he challenged. "How about you 
show us what's the hard way?" 


Before he could so much as blink, the riders were wheeling 
their horses, and seconds later both 


he and Navezgane were surrounded, the animals making a 
circle around them. 


"Zastee!" Navezgane shouted suddenly, attacking one of 
the men, trying to throw him off his 


mount. 


Shane didn't waste any time before joining the fray. He 
pulled another man from the saddle, just 
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before he was pounced on by two of the brigands. They 
rolled around on the dirt, miraculously 


avoiding the horses' hoofs, trading punches and kicks, all 
four trying to get the upper hand. 


Shane was beginning to tire when a gunshot echoed 
through the vicious fight and everyone came 


to a halt. 


Shane looked up from his sprawled position... and groaned. 
It was Sheriff Bridges, high upon his 


horse, looking like an avenging angel, dark scowl firmly in 
place, eyes dangerous and 


unforgiving. Two deputies were a step behind, including the 
one they had talked to in town, both 


watching the brawl with unrestrained amusement. 
"What the hell is going on here?" Bridges thundered. 


Shane rose slowly, mentally counting the new bruises and 
sore points, before extending a hand to 


Navezgane. "Zastee?" he echoed. 
"Kill," Navezgane translated, as he got up as well. 
"Ah. Well said, my friend." 


"Well," Bridges snapped impatiently. "Somebody care to let 
me know what's going on?" 


“They attacked us," both Navezgane and one of the men 
said in unison, causing Bridges to look 


from one group to the other. 


"Who're you going to believe, Sheriff? That Injun or us?" 
another of the men asked belligerently. 


"He's telling the truth," Shane snapped angrily. "We were 
minding our own business, setting up camp, when these 
morons showed up." 


Bridges sighed. "I was afraid of that. Tyler, get your men and 
go back to the ranch. I'm sick of 


having to clean up your messes." 


"But--" the man called Tyler began to protest. 


Bridges lifted a hand, stopping his words. "Enough. | gave 
you an out, but it was obviously 


wasted on you. Maybe a night in jail will cool your heads. 
Clay, Tim, take them back to town." 


"My boss ain't gonna like this," Tyler said, the threat clear in 
his tone. 


"That's my problem, not yours," Bridges said. 


It took a while for the five men to sort themselves out and 
get back on their horses, the deputies 


having kept their weapons. Finally, they departed with angry 
glares, the two deputies following 


close behind them. 


When they were alone, Navezgane regarded Bridges 
suspiciously. "You are not here by 
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coincidence. How did you know they were going to attack 
us?" 


“Tyler's family was killed by Indians when he was a boy," 
Bridges said, as he dismounted. "Let's just say he isn't too 
fond of your kind. When | saw him and his men running out 
of the saloon 


right after you left and heading for the livery... | reckoned 
there was going to be trouble." 


"What now?" Shane asked. "Why didn't you leave with your 
deputies?" 


"I know who you are. Or at least who he is," Bridges 
gestured to Navezgane. "Pitt has heard all about the Apache 
warrior who has been killing some of his... um, associates. 
Tyler and the rest of 


those idiots work for him. | did you a favor by putting them 
in jail. That way they can't tell Pitt 


about you, and he won't put two and two together and 
realize his time has come." 


"Why are you telling us this? Why not arrest me?" 
Navezgane asked. 


"Holbrook wasn't always the mudhole you saw today. It was 
a prospering town until Pitt showed 


up, bought all the land, and made it his hideout." Bridges 
stopped talking, staring off into the 


distance, as if remembering how the town used to be. "Now, 
no decent folks want to live here, 


and | can't say | blame them. | know what Pitt did to your 
kin. | Know of other things he did," he 


added, voice weary and ashamed. "He should be behind 
bars, but I'm just one man, and I'm too 


tired to battle windmills." 
"So, you want us to do it for you," Shane said. 


"| won't lose any sleep if he dies, nor should you. Some 
people shouldn't be allowed to walk on 


this God's earth. Do what you've got to do," Bridges said, as 
he mounted his horse. "I'll clean up whatever mess you 
leave behind. As far as I'm concerned, you were never 
here." 


"And your deputies?" Navezgane asked. 


"Neither of them will get involved in this mess, you've got 
my word on that. Like me, they never 


Saw you." 
“How many men does Pitt have?" Navezgane asked. 


"Not many, probably around ten, not counting Tyler and his 
friends. There aren't that many men 


willing to work for someone like Pitt, not even for all the 
money in the world. He's as cruel to his 


men as he is to everyone else." He nudged his horse back 
toward town. "You've got until noon 


tomorrow to do what you came here to do and vanish. After 
that, I'll have to release Tyler. See 


you around, boys." 


They watched him leave, waiting until he had disappeared 
from sight to look at each other. 


"Well," Shane began. "That was certainly..." He shrugged, 
lacking the right words. Intense, frightening, exhilarating, 
violent... Somehow, no single word seemed enough. 
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"It certainly was," Navezgane agreed. He grinned at Shane. 
"Are you all right?" 


Shane gave him a wide smile. "I'm more than all right. We're 
alive, in one piece, and still 


together. What about you?" 


"|... | will be fine as well." Navezgane hesitated and scowled. 
"Every day | get more confused. 


Your kind..." He shook his head. "How easy it is for the white 
man to break faith with the tribes and your own kind. Makes 
me distrust the white man even more." 


Shane swallowed painfully. "Even me?" 


The smile Navezgane gave Shane was small, but genuine. "I 
have begun to think of you as a 


white man with an Indian soul, pale face." 


Shane felt a surge of affection for the other man. His hands 
flew up to Navezgane's face and 


framed it tenderly. "Thank you," he breathed, resting his 
forehead against the other man's. 


Then, wanting to show Navezgane the depth of his feelings, 
Shane kissed his Indian warrior full 


on the mouth, with total abandonment, and such an 
emotional intensity that it shocked him, a 


mix of terror and elation flowing through his veins. To care 
for someone this much was madness, 


but he was at last ready to face the future, one in which 
Navezgane was right beside him. This 


really was why he was here, why the mirror had sent him 
here. Navezgane was what he wanted 


the most. 


"Golinka," Navezgane whispered huskily, fingers playfully 
trailing down toward Shane's thigh, 


dangerously close to his groin. "We have plans to make. We 
should get back to the fire," he said, withdrawing his hand 
and moving away slightly. 


"Bastard," Shane mock-huffed, his cock having hardened at 
the gentle touch of Navezgane's 


fingers. 


He followed Navezgane back to camp, reality slowly setting 
in. They had been given the seal of 


approval by the sheriff of Holbrook to go against a criminal, 
to go against at least ten men, when 


there were only two of them. And all Shane had to fight with 
was a fucking scalping knife. 
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When they reached the campfire, they rekindled the flames 
and ate and drank some coffee. 


Navezgane disappeared for a while, reappearing with pieces 
of tree branches. He sat down next 


to Shane, who frowned as he watched Navezgane use the 
scalping knife to chip away at the 


wood. 

"What are you doing?" he asked curiously. 
"Arrows. | am almost out. | need more." 
Man in the Mirror - 44 

"You've got the Colt," Shane pointed out. 


"| prefer arrows," Navezgane said with a slight shrug. He 
stopped working and looked at Shane. 


"Does it get better?" 
"What?" Shane asked, confused. 


"The future, where you come from. Have things changed for 
the tribes?" 


Shane felt a lump lodge in his throat. He so wished that he 
could lie, but it wouldn't have been 


fair to Navezgane. "No. You're right about the white men. 
They broke every single treaty with 


the Indians, were responsible for the slaughter of entire 
tribes, for putting most of them in 


reservations. The future lost an incalculable treasure; for 
generations we turned our backs to the 


ecological and spiritual legacy of tribal wisdom," Shane said, 
feeling depression weighing on his 


shoulders. "Sometimes | hear the news and I think we didn't 
change at all, that we didn't evolve 


at all. But then..." 


"Then?" Navezgane prompted, watching him intently, as if 
needing a proof that there was still 


some good out there. 


"And then something happens, a child goes missing, ora 
natural catastrophe happens, and 


everybody pulls together, and I think we'll manage 
somehow, that we're not all bad. And when | 


walk down my street, and my next door neighbor is black, 
and the Jewish man who owns my 


favorite deli is married to a Chinese woman, and | see two 
men, or two women, kissing without 


anyone giving them a second glance..." He grinned at 
Navezgane, feeling a little cheesy. "I guess | believe in 
mankind, no matter the color, race, or creed. We're capable 
of the greatest acts of 


courage, of sacrifice, of compassion. Maybe that's got to be 
enough." 


"Not the answer | was expecting, but it will have to do," 
Navezgane said morosely. "Thank you for telling me the 
truth." 


Shane looked at the flames eating away at the firewood and 
remembered something he had once 


heard. "I visited a reservation when I was studying," he said. 
"Met some of the elders, got to know the folks there. One of 
the elders spoke of the Indian theory of existence, how 
everything 


on the Earth had a purpose, every disease an herb to cure 
it, and every person a mission. | don't 


think life is quite that simplistic, but those words hold some 
truth." 


“How so?" Navezgane asked. 


"You know both worlds, the Indian and the white man's. 
Maybe your mission is to cross the 


bridge between the two worlds somehow." 
Navezgane didn't seem too thrilled with that idea. "How?" 


Shane's smile was rueful. "No idea, sorry. | guess we'll have 
to wait and see." 
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"| guess," Navezgane said, sounding a little distracted. 
Shane could only hope their conversation hadn't made 
Navezgane's view of the white man worse, but there was 
little hope of that. 


“What are we going to do about Pitt?" Shane asked, 
changing the subject. "If we go after him in the morning, we 
risk losing him. Even if Bridges keeps Tyler and the others in 
jail, everyone in 


town saw us. If anyone tells Pitt... But it's too damn dark to 
go wandering around in the woods." 


"Not if we take care," Navezgane disagreed. "I am unfamiliar 
with the terrain, but | can lead us there safely using my 
tracking skills. Pitt is not expecting us; we can afford to take 
our time." 


"We're really doing this?" Shane asked, a little dazedly. 
"No turning back now," Navezgane said. 
"No, | guess not," Shane said quietly. 


He felt his heart skip a bit as it dawned on him that he 
might have to kill someone tonight. 


Sanctioned murder was still murder. He understood the 
reason why; he even agreed with the 


logic behind it. Pitt was a monster who should not be 
allowed to go free. But wouldn't killing the 


man make them just as bad? Would Shane even be able to 
kill another human being when the 


time came? To look his victim in the eye and simply do it? 


And what about his budding relationship with Navezgane? 
Would it be able to withstand their 


actions? What if Shane ended up resenting the other man 
for the blood on his hands? What if 


killing someone changed him so much that Navezgane 
wouldn't care for him anymore? 


Shane sighed, too worn out to keep thinking. The truth of 
the matter was that Navezgane was 


going ahead with this, and Shane wasn't about to let him go 
alone. Shane would just have to find 


some way to deal with the fallout. Hopefully, whatever 
deities watched over wayward Indians 


and their white sidekicks would look out for them. 
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Chapter Four 


The Snake Pitt was a cattle ranch nestled in a deep valley, 
amid tall trees, making it the ideal 


place for seclusion. Shane could count four structures 
bathed in the dim glow of the stars and the 


nearly imperceptible moon: the main lodge, a barn, the 
stables, and what had to be a bunkhouse 


for the cowhands. 


He let out a deep breath, shivering beneath his new coat. 
The night had turned cold; the air tasted 


fresh and clean, the breeze was crisp. Dew dampened the 
grass, sharpening its scent. 


Below, a small curl of smoke rose from an old chimney in 
the main lodge, the thin wisps 


disappearing into the dark sky. That and a faint light shining 
from the south side of the main 


house were the only visible signs of life. Shane watched for 
any traces of a guard. After a while, 


he determined there was one man, walking around slowly, 
rifle in hand. 


"What's the plan?" he asked sotto voce. 


"We leave the horses here. Take care of the guard first, then 
search the smaller buildings. Pitt 


must be in the main house. We need to deal with as many of 
his men as we can before someone 


raises the alarm." Navezgane looked at him. "You be careful, 
Golinka. Anyone touches you, he 


dies." 


Shane swallowed convulsively, trading a concerned glance 
with Navezgane, pleading with him 


to also be careful without actually saying the words. The 
promise shared and sealed, he gestured 


for Navezgane to move. The hunt was on. 
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Shane felt more than heard Navezgane stalking ahead, both 
using the cover of trees to approach 


their target. They reached open ground, and, at 
Navezgane's signal, they slithered quietly until 


they were standing right behind the guard, Shane trying to 
follow his friend's moves and make as 


little noise as possible. Swift as a snake, Navezgane hit the 
guard on the head with the back of 


the tomahawk. 


They hid the unconscious man behind the barn, using his 
bandana to gag him and his belt to tie 


his hands, before checking the building. Finding it empty, 
they skulked to the stables, but except 


for the horses, there was also no one there. 


Shane remained silent as they made their way to the 
bunkhouse, his heart just about ready to 


jump out of this chest. He recalled being on a safari once, to 
photograph a pride of lions for 


National Geographic. He had been the one sneaking up on 
the lions, but at the back of his mind 


there had always been a sense that at any moment the 
game could change and he could become 


the hunted. Tonight felt just like it. 


Not to mention that, with every step he took, his conscience 
kept screaming at him. It was like 


having an angel and a devil on opposite shoulders, one 
telling him that this was wrong, wrong, 
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wrong, while the other said that Pitt deserved whatever he 
got. 


Arriving at the bunkhouse, Shane took a deep breath, telling 
his conscience to shut up. Knife in 


his hand, he kicked the door ajar, blinking as he found it all 
but deserted. Only two men 


inhabited the large space, sitting on the floor at the far end, 
backs against the wall, several empty 


bottles of whiskey lying between them. They were obviously 
out cold, heads touching, snoring 


loudly. 
Navezgane chuckled silently. "They saved us the trouble." 
"Should we tie them up?" Shane suggested. 


Navezgane tapped one of the men with his foot. "No need. 
They will not wake up for hours." 


Shane regarded the two men curiously, shaking his head. It 
took a lot of alcohol to make a man 


that senseless. Those two certainly had been on a drinking 
binge. He wondered if Pitt had 


anything to do with it. Shrugging, he decided it wasn't any 
of his business. Shane turned around 


to rejoin Navezgane, but the warrior was gone. 


Shane ran out of the bunkhouse and into the night. He 
hadn't taken more than a quick look 


around when he heard something whistle through the air 
above him. Lifting his head, he saw 


what looked like several bright flames darting past, some 
landing on the barn, bunkhouse, and 


stables, but most hitting the roof of the house. 


"What the--" Shane mumbled, startled. Then he realized the 
truth. "Navezgane, you son of a bitch, you're using fire 
arrows!" he growled, seriously pissed off. 


Shane couldn't believe that Navezgane hadn't told him 
about this, hadn't thought it was important 


to share his plan, when he could very well put Shane himself 
at risk. Fire was an unpredictable 


ally, and too much could go wrong right now. 


Shane held his breath as he saw arrow after arrow shoot 
through the night, all finding their 


marks, the buildings becoming engulfed in flames as the fire 
consumed everything in sight. 


"Fire!" someone shouted from inside the house. 


A group of men scurried out of the lodge at the cry of alarm, 
only to freeze at the vision of hell 


surrounding them. Shane could relate: the air was rapidly 
filling with smoke, the heat almost 


unbearable. The barn was nearly burned to the ground, and 
the roof of the bunkhouse was 


covered in flames. Only the stables seemed to be 
withstanding the rain of fire, and Shane didn't 


think that it would last long. 


Shane glanced around, but there was no sign of Navezgane. 
The arrows kept flying from 


different directions, so he must be using the cover of 
darkness to keep from being spotted. 


Shane looked at the desolation around him, and his 
conscience twinged again. These men 
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probably knew the monster they worked for, most of them 
probably helped him carry out his 


bloody schemes. But this was still cold-blooded murder. It 
was one thing to go against Pitt one- 


on-one, but this... Shane didn't think he could handle this. 


Shane cursed as he suddenly remembered the cowhands 
inside the bunkhouse. He nearly collided 


with the guard as he ran to the building. The man had 
obviously gotten free somehow and was 


swaying slightly, but thankfully seemed to be okay. 


"Help me," Shane panted to the guard. "There're two men 
inside." 


The man regarded him with a perplexed expression, 
probably wondering who he was, but 


quickly rallied and followed Shane. Reaching the bunkhouse, 
Shane held his breath as he made it 


inside, gritting his teeth as pieces of the ceiling rained down 
on them, scattering sparks that 


landed on the cots and beams, setting them on fire. Fear 
giving him extra strength, he managed to 


drag one man out while the guard took care of the other. 


Shane stood panting for a moment, watching as the sea of 
flames ate away at the lodge, the ranch 


workers gathering water from the well in a desperate 
attempt to stem the burning inferno. 


He was getting ready to help them when the panicked 
neighs of the horses reached his ears. "Oh, 


man," he said, heart in his throat. "The horses are still 
locked in the stables." 


He raced to the stables just as a shower of glass and debris 
exploded from the facade of the 


lodge. The upper floor was completely wrapped in flames, 
and the whole structure seemed about 


to collapse. Probably the only reason it hadn't yet was 
because some of the construction was 


solid stone, instead of the usual logs. 


Focusing on the task at hand, he reached the stable 
entrance, barely having enough time to jump 


out of the way as the frightened horses, free somehow, 
were bolting away to safety. Shane saw a 


shadow leaving through the back door, recognizing the long 
hair and stealth form immediately; 


Navezgane had saved the horses. 


Not wanting to get trapped in the fire, Shane turned to 
leave, only to find an armed man standing 


there. 
"Fuck," Shane groaned. 


This wasn't the best time to have a showdown with anyone, 
especially when Shane wasn't 


carrying a gun. The building was now ablaze, the walls 
hissing with the sound of the fire. 


Shane's eyes watered, the heat made it difficult to breathe, 
and smoke filled his lungs, forcing 


him to cough violently. 


"Who the hell are you?" the man snarled, surprised. "Are 
you responsible for this?" He gestured toward the burning 
structure around them. 


Shane couldn't think of an answer to give the man, not one 
the guy would believe, anyway. He 
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wasn't directly responsible for the fire, no, but he had come 
with Navezgane, so he was at least 


partly accountable for the destruction of the ranch. 


"Listen--" he started, gasping as the smoke began to make 
him dizzy. 


"I'm not stupid, boy. You took too long to think," the man 
managed to growl between coughs. 


"This ranch was my life, and you destroyed it. And now 
you're gonna pay." 


So this was Lionel Pitt. 


Shane saw Pitt's hand go for his Colt, but before the man 
could complete the motion, a large 


beam fell from the ceiling, pinning him to the floor. Pitt 
screamed in agony, and Shane watched 


in horror as the man's suit caught on fire. Galvanized into 
action, Shane grabbed part of the beam 


not yet touched by the flames, trying to set Pitt free. 


Shane knew they had come here tonight to kill this man, 
and it would have been easy to just walk 


away and leave him to the fire, but like Shane had told 
Navezgane once, this wasn't the way he 


solved things. It was beyond him to watch a person burn to 
death. 


It wasn't working. The beam weighed a ton, and Shane was 
too weak from being exposed to the 


smoke for so long. The screams rose in volume, filling the 
air, the smell of scorched flesh 


making him gag. He kept up his struggle with the beam, his 
dazed mind never realizing that the 


screams had ceased. 


He felt himself crumble to his knees, knowing he didn't have 
enough strength to escape from the 


stables before the whole frame disintegrated. Just as he was 
about to surrender to fatigue, strong 


hands gripped his arms and dragged him away from the 
intolerable furnace. 
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When Shane came to, he was sitting down, leaning against 
something rough, probably a tree 


trunk. He could hear his own labored breaths, Navezgane's 
soothing voice ordering him to inhale 


and exhale slowly, to calm down. Hands skimmed across his 
body, probably searching for 


injuries, disappearing when they found none too serious. 
Miraculously, besides new cuts and 


bruises, and some blisters on his hands from trying to move 
the beam, Shane had made it in one 


piece. 


A canteen touched his lips, and Shane took a few grateful 
sips. He pushed the canteen away, 


glaring at his partner. 


"I'm all right, Naz. No thanks to you, though," Shane 
growled, sounding hoarse and exhausted 


and pissed off. He punched Navezgane's chest hard, 
maliciously glad when the Indian fell on his 


ass. "You stupid idiot! Couldn't you have told me what you 
were planning? I was still in the 


bunkhouse when you started firing the arrows! You almost 
got me killed!" 


Navezgane looked down at his feet. "I am sorry, so sorry. | 
lost control of my anger. | never 


meant for you to get hurt," he remarked roughly, sounding 
relieved and concerned and sorrowful. 
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"To be truthful, | did not Know how | was going to achieve 
my vengeance; | did not plan on 


using the arrows. All | could think of was killing Pitt." 


Shane sighed, feeling so exhausted that all he wanted to do 
was Sleep for a week and leave the 


world and its problems behind. He rested his head on the 
tree trunk and closed his eyes, not 


resisting when Navezgane cleaned his hands with oddly 
tentative touches, putting some salve on 


the palms and wrapping them carefully. 


"I can't do this, Naz," Shane finally said, opening his eyes. "I 
can't..." He shook his head. "I tried to save Pitt." 


"| saw," Navezgane said quietly. "I understand." 
Shane raised an eyebrow in surprise. "You do?" 


Navezgane gave him a sad smile. "You are not a heartless 
killer like me. | knew that the moment 


| saw you. Every day on our journey to Holbrook, | saw you 
struggle to accept what we were 


about to do." He looked away, ashamed. "If it means 
anything, | am sorry for forcing you down 


this path. I... | could not make myself let go of you." 


Shane was touched by the words. He knew their instant 
connection had been confusing to the 


both of them. "You're not heartless, Naz. A heartless man 
wouldn't have spared a second thought 


for those horses, wouldn't grieve for his tribe as you do, 
wouldn't have taken care of me as you 


did." He placed a hand on Navezgane's foot, the closest part 
to him. "All I'm asking is for you to think things through in 
the future. We're partners, man, so how about you let me in 
on the plan 


next time? And I'm not exactly happy about you taking off 
without telling me, either. Next time 


you do something like that, I'll kick your ass." He sighed 
gently. "So, your vengeance has finally been accomplished." 


Navezgane nodded, not looking particularly thrilled. "Yes. 
We should leave." 


“Nobody's going anywhere until we have a little talk," a 
voice said, and Shane raised his head to see Sheriff Bridges 
walking over to them. 


"What are you doing here?" Shane asked, eyes narrowing. 
"Did you set us up?" 


Bridges actually smiled at that. "No. | admit, | was curious to 
see how two men were going to 


face off with ten." He made a clicking sound with his tongue. 
"Hot dang! | never would've 


believed it possible." He cleared his throat, sobering. "My 
deputies are rounding up the ranchers. 


Miraculously, it seems that only Pitt died." 


"What now?" Shane asked, secretly relieved to know that 
Pitt was the only casualty in this mess. 


Apparently, Navezgane's gods had been watching over their 
wayward charge. "You basically 


promised to look the other way if we took care of Pitt." 
Bridges scratched at his stubble. "I did, didn't 1?" 
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Shane got up, leaning weakly against the tree. "You knew 
what would happen when we came 


here, and, as you yourself said, only Pitt died tonight. You 
know what he did, what he deserved. 


There's been enough violence, Sheriff. Just let it go. Please." 
"You're very passionate about this," Bridges commented. 


"As uncivilized as it might be, a part of me agrees with 
Navezgane. If someone murdered your 


family, wouldn't you want justice done? Navezgane lost 
virtually everyone he cared for, and he 


knew the white man's justice would turn its back on him. 
Can't we just... let this end here, 


tonight?" 
"There will be one more death tonight," Bridges said. 


Shane took a step back. "What?" 


"| do understand you," Bridges said, addressing Navezgane. 
"| don't exactly approve of your methods, but | can also see 
that you had little choice. And | understand that your laws 
are 


different and that your way of life is alien to us. But this will 
never end, not as long as you're 


alive." 


"You're going to kill him?" Shane asked, unable to believe 
what he was hearing. 


Shane moved to stand in front of Navezgane, between him 
and the sheriff. A growl from behind 


him told Shane that Navezgane wasn't going to stand for 
that, but before anyone could move, 


Bridges spoke again. 


"The first thing Tyler will do when he gets out of jail is to go 
after you. Unless he thinks you're already dead. People will 
believe whatever they are told," Bridges said, smiling 
widely. "As far as I'm concerned, you died in that fire. Now 
that Pitt is gone, | don't think anyone will stay long 


enough to bother to look through the rubble." 


Finally, Shane realized what the sheriff was trying to say. 
Bridges wasn't going to kill 


Navezgane, but he would tell everyone that he had. They 
would be free without having to deal 


with the law or anyone seeking revenge. This was the 
second chance he had been asking for. 


Shane turned to Navezgane, afraid the man's pride wouldn't 
allow for such an easy way out, but 


the Indian nodded, looking as peaceful as Shane ever 
remembered seeing him. 


"| have no problem with Tyler and his men," Navezgane told 
Shane. "Pitt is dead, my quest is done. | long for peace 
now." To the sheriff, Navezgane said, "My name is 
Nahkahyen. Tell 


everyone | died well." 


Bridges laughed. "Consider it done. You better leave the 
territory, just in case. Goodbye, boys." 


"Until we meet again." 
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Bridges gave Navezgane a feigned glare. "I certainly hope 
not." 


Turning around, he walked into the trees and disappeared 
into the night. 
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The rest of the night was a blur for Shane. Navezgane had 
to help him walk to where they had 


left the horses, and they both mounted Odin. Apparently, 
Navezgane didn't think that Shane was 


all that steady on his feet or on Valor, and Shane didn't 
really disagree. 


So Shane let himself be led, resting against Navezgane's 
chest, head on the warrior's shoulder, 


enjoying the way Navezgane's arms wrapped around him as 
the Indian held the reins. 


"Where we going?" he murmured. 


"Away from here. It will be safer," Navezgane said softly. 
"Does it matter where?" 


"Not really. Naz, you still haven't told me what golinka 
means." 


Navezgane's laughter rumbled deep in his chest. "When we 
met, you were not smelling of soap 


and water, my friend. Golinka," he said, "means skunk." 


"Skunk?" Shane sputtered in an insulted tone, as Navezgane 
continued to laugh. "I'm so going to get you for that one." 


Navezgane snuggled him closer. "I look forward to it," he 
whispered gently in Shane's ear. 


Shane nuzzled Navezgane's jaw, then settled down, once 
again experiencing that wonderful 


feeling of belonging somewhere, someplace, with someone. 
There was nothing better. 
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Shane opened his eyes with a sigh, feeling wonderfully 
mellow and rested. Looking around, he 


realized that it was getting dark; they had slept for over 
twelve hours. He remembered 


Navezgane making camp behind some large boulders just 
before dawn, well away from the 


beaten track. 


They had traveled for almost a day with hardly any stops 
before it felt safe enough to relax their 


guard. Navezgane had taken them to a secluded haven he 
knew with little access, sheltered from 


nature and men alike. 


They had gone to sleep almost immediately, rising only to 
answer the call of nature, to eat, or 


drink something, and quickly returning to the makeshift 
bedding. After all the hassle of the last 


days, this rest had been just what the doctor ordered. 
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His gaze turned to the man lying next to him. Navezgane 
was sleeping soundly, nude on top of 


the blanket, having kicked the covers off when the sun rose 
high in the sky. Shane felt a smile 


widening on his face as his hungry gaze ran over the perfect 
body he was coming to love so 


much. 


He pushed himself up on his elbow, one lightly bandaged 
hand traveling slowly down 


Navezgane's firm chest, taking in the smooth expanse of 
Skin and muscle before reaching his 


goal. Pumping Navezgane's cock with light, teasing strokes, 
he felt the other man arch into his 


hand with a groan. 


Shane turned his focus on hard nipples, alternating between 
the two, breathing and licking at 


them, this time bringing forth a string of louder moans. 
"Shane..." came the sleepy whimper. "Shane..." 

"Is it the right time?" Shane asked. "For both of us?" 
"Yes," Navezgane hissed, writhing on the blanket. 


Shane chuckled evilly, sliding his body sensually against 
Navezgane's, using his fingers and 


mouth to chart the new territory underneath him. Shane 
kissed and nibbled on every bit of skin 


he could reach, branding Navezgane as his, paying close 
attention to Navezgane's navel by 


jabbing his tongue in and out in a semblance of lovemaking 
until his lover was nearly out of his 


mind. 


Shane's hands skimmed over Navezgane's inner thighs, 
forcing the warrior's legs apart so he 


could settle between them. Finally, Shane took his lover's 
cock into his mouth at an agonizingly 


slow pace, inch by inch, until the head was resting against 
the back of his throat. Then he began 


to hum softly, enjoying the wild, unrestrained manner in 
which Navezgane bucked under him. 


Shane took hold of Navezgane's hips while he sucked and 
licked at the hard shaft, allowing his 


lover to thrust into his mouth as he caressed Navezgane's 
balls, rolling them gently in his hand. 


Soon, Shane was rewarded with a muffled shout as 
Navezgane climaxed in long, salty pulses 


before falling back onto the blanket in a totally boneless 
sprawl. 


Shane gave the softening cock one last lick, feeling 
undeniably smug. He grinned at Navezgane. 


"Hell of a way to wake up, huh?" 


Navezgane was still gasping, laughter and affection in his 
eyes. "I would have to agree." 


Navezgane took a deep breath and then forced Shane onto 
his back, straddling him in an 


unexpectedly swift move. "I believe it is my turn to have my 
wicked way with you." 


Shane opened his arms, exposing his equally naked body, 
and laughing. "Be my guest." 


Shane closed his eyes, murmuring approvingly as 
Navezgane leaned down to trail little kisses 


down Shane's neck and chest, stopping as he reached 
Shane's nipples. Navezgane bit one lightly, 
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running his tongue over it, while he used his thumb to excite 
the other, Shane cursing and 


arching off the blanket. He had always loved having his 
nipples played with, the pleasure and 


pain heightening his enjoyment. 


But Navezgane didn't stop there. He continued with his 
torture, licking his way down Shane's 


taut chest, nibbling on Shane's stomach and thighs, sucking 
at his balls. 


"Naz," Shane called out, making his lover look up. "I'm too 
close." 


He reached for Navezgane's saddlebags and removed the 
green balm. He set it on the bedding 


beside them, capturing Navezgane's lips in a passionate 
kiss. 


"What do you have in mind?" Navezgane asked, although 
from the heat in his eyes, he already 


knew. 


Shane teased Navezgane's cock with a few firm strokes until 
it was hard again, and then 


uncovered the pot, poring some salve onto Navezgane's 
fingers. "Prepare me," he said, as he 


spread his legs, opening himself up for his lover. 
"You are sure?" Navezgane asked. 


"I'm sure," Shane said, arching off the blanket teasingly. 
"Come on, Indian boy. It's time you rode this cowboy." 


Navezgane laughed at the sorry pun. "You asked for it, pale 
face." 


Shane bucked and groaned as Navezgane stretched him, 
fingers moving in and out with short 


jabs that drove him crazy. The digits dug in a little deeper, 
finding his pleasure gland, and Shane 


had to bite his lip to stop from crying out loud at the spike of 
fierce arousal that tore through his 


body. 


He glared at the laughing Navezgane. "Bastard," he 
muttered, without heat. "That's enough. | want you inside 
me. Now." 


Navezgane removed his fingers, grabbing Shane by the hips 
and turning them again until Shane 


was on top. "I would like you see you ride me instead." 


Shane swallowed convulsively, liking that idea very much. 
He had always preferred to bottom, 


and this was one of his favorite positions. He straddled 
Navezgane and slowly lowered himself 


onto his lover's shaft. Navezgane steadied him by placing 
warm hands at his waist, but remained 


still, and Shane squeezed his muscles around Navezgane's 
cock as a warning. In response, 


Navezgane growled, hips bucking, sheathing his erection 
deeper within Shane's body. 


"Move, damn you," Shame said breathlessly. 


Navezgane finally took the hint and began to thrust his hips 
up, impaling Shane's body over and 
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over again. Resting both hands on Navezgane's chest, 
Shane started to move up and down on his 


lover's cock, their rhythm getting faster until they were both 
grunting in tandem. Eyes closed, 


wanting to experience their lovemaking to the maximum, 
Shane felt Navezgane's hand around 


his erection, pumping him. 


It was too much. Navezgane's cock rubbed against his 
prostate with every stroke; the added 


stimulation had Shane throwing his head back in ecstasy, 
his seed spurting all over Navezgane's 


hand and stomach. Shane's inner muscles tightened around 
his lover, sending Navezgane over 


the edge as well, his hot semen flowing deep inside of 
Shane. 


Exhausted, Shane collapsed onto Navezgane's chest, 
panting heavily. He sighed contentedly, 


Snuggling closer to the body underneath him. "God, it's 
been forever since | did this bareback," 


he whispered with satisfaction. 


"Bareback?" Navezgane asked curiously. "Like horseback 
riding?" 


Shane was caught by surprise. He and Navezgane usually 
communicated so easily that it hadn't 


crossed his mind that his lover wouldn't get the reference. 


"| guess in a way it's connected," Shane admitted. He 
settled down on top on Navezgane, so they could see each 
other. "There are a lot of diseases that can be given to 
others through sexual 


contact. We have this thing called a condom that is put on a 
man's cock, so that we ejaculate into 


it, not our partner." He felt his face redden a little. Sex Ed 
one-oh-one with an Indian. Jesus, life never got boring 
around these parts. 


"| heard of such things when I was a tracker for the army. It 
is something brought from Europe," 


Navezgane said. "The soldiers were speaking about how 
some diseases had come to be a 


problem after your Civil War. They were told abstinence 
would be the only way to avoid such 


things." 


Shane snorted. "That certainly didn't last long, | can tell you. 
Little by little, people wised up and started using condoms. 


In my time, it's become a day-to-day thing. Only with a 
trusted partner 


can you risk not using it." 


Navezgane made a face. "I do not think | would like living in 
your time." 


Shane's heart ached, thinking that civilization would be like 
a cage for someone like Navezgane. 


He should always be free to ride Odin through endless 
prairies of gold. A fanciful idea, maybe, 


but it suited the Indian perfectly. 


Shane ran his fingers over Navezgane's long hair. "No, you 
wouldn't. You're too wild and free 


and untamed," he said quietly. "How about tomorrow you 
take me bareback riding?" 


Navezgane covered them with the blankets. "It is a deal." 


Shane curled up comfortably against Navezgane and closed 
his eyes with a sigh. He should 
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probably get something to eat, but he was feeling sated and 
pleasantly tired, his body aching in 


all the right places. It could wait until the morning. 
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Shane woke up the next morning to a big tongue lapping at 
his forehead. He chuckled when he 


opened his eyes and realized the slobbering tongue 
belonged to Valor. 


"Get away from me, you beast," he said, patting the horse's 
nose lovingly. "Go bite Odin's ass or something." 


Valor seemed to understand him, neighing in what Shane 
swore was amusement, and trotted over 


to where Odin was feeding on the grass. To Shane's delight, 
Valor immediately proceeded to 


bump into the other stallion, nearly making him lose his 
balance. 


"I'm so keeping that horse," he laughed. 


Someone nipped at his neck. "Do you want me to leave as 
well?" Navezgane's husky voice asked 


from behind him. 


Shane growled, turning and capturing his lover's mouth in a 
hard kiss. No further words were 


exchanged as hands leisurely caressed and aroused in turn. 
Their lips met anew, sharing a slow, 


sensual kiss, taking each other's breath away. For a long 
time, they took pleasure from just 


touching, completely attuned to each other. 


Shane arched under his partner's bulk, thrusting his hips up 
against Navezgane's. He groaned as 


Navezgane nipped sharply at his neck, marking him. He 
bucked, wanting more friction, more 


contact between them. 


He was frantic now, thrusting against his lover, his hands 
Sliding down Navezgane's back until 


they stopped at Navezgane's buttocks, kneading the soft 
mounds, forcing Navezgane to meet his 


frenzied pace. A few electrifying strokes was all it took for 
them to climax, bodies shuddering as 


they came together. 


Navezgane rolled them languorously around in the blankets, 
their lips still feeding off of each 


other, a parting touch after their intense lovemaking. When 
they finally eased back, Shane was 


on top again. He rested his head on Navezgane's shoulder 
with a sated sigh. 


"We should go for a swim," Navezgane said after a while. 
Shane lifted his head, the idea very appealing. "Swim?" 


"We are near a river. | have been awake for hours. Washed 
our clothes, filled the canteens... 


When you still did not wake up, | asked Valor to assist me in 
rousing you." 


Shane's lips curled up in amusement. "You did, did you? 
Okay. Let's go see this river of yours." 
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Navezgane nodded, and they got up lazily, walking hand in 
hand to the water's edge. They took 


their time washing away the vestiges of their coupling, 
hands brushing over each other's bodies, 


feeling smooth skin, just being together. 


They swam unhurriedly at times, other times floating gently 
in the soft currents. They played 


tug-of-war, trying to dunk each other, splashing one 
another, free to act like children. 


Shane would find himself looking at his lover on occasion, 
seeing the grief not completely 


hidden behind the laughter, and wish that he could do 
something to ease Navezgane's suffering. 


Pitt's death had definitely been a cathartic event; 
Navezgane already looked more at ease. The 


warrior stood up straighter, as if the weight on his shoulders 
had lifted somewhat. But Shane 


guessed the haunted look would be there for a long time. 


In the time since they had met, Navezgane had told him a 
little about his childhood, about some 


of the children he had grown up with, even telling him about 
the elder Baya and the legend of the 


creation of the Apache. Those were good signs. Navezgane 
was beginning to share his 


memories, to speak of his people without it hurting. Shane 
could only hope it would get better in 


time. 


When they tired, Navezgane checked to see if the sun had 
finished drying their clothes. It had, so 


they got dressed and quickly prepared and consumed 
breakfast. 


"| believe | owe you a ride," Navezgane said, out of the blue. 
Shane frowned. "What?" 

"Yesterday, | told you that | would take you bareback riding." 
Shane brightened. "You did. Can we do it now?" 

"Of course." 


Shane stood silent as Navezgane reached for Odin, patting 
the mount with visible affection. 


Yesterday, they had taken care of both horses, taking 
everything off from girth to stirrups until 


only the reins remained. Even Odin's ever-present blanket 
had been removed. Now, Navezgane 


mounted Odin and held a hand out for Shane. 


Shane grinned and swung on the horse as well, his arms 
going instinctively around his lover's 


waist. He heard Navezgane chuckle, fingers brushing over 
Shane's hands in a Caress. 


"Ready?" Navezgane asked over his shoulder. 
"Go for it." 
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Navezgane kicked Odin into a trot, and soon they were deep 
in the woods. Shane felt tense 


muscles uncoil, slowly relaxing the farther they rode. He 
rested his face against his lover's 


shoulder, watching as the forest gave way to steep hills, its 
lush, green grass stretching for as far 


as the eye could see. 


Navezgane spurred Odin to a gallop, taking them across the 
woods and back to the river to splash 


at the bank. They both laughed as the water sprayed their 
bodies. 


Shane closed his eyes and opened his arms wide, never so 
fiercely glad to be a decent horseman, 


that he knew to grip a racing horse with nothing but his 
thighs. With the wind caressing his face 


and the horse's gallop, it felt as if he was flying, soaring 
above the river, smelling the salty air, 


crying out to the skies and answering his lover's fierce cry. 


Odin stopped suddenly, and the wind vanished. Shane's 
heart skipped a beat as he realized he 


could no longer smell Navezgane's musky scent or feel his 
lover's body in front of him. Opening 


his eyes cautiously, he found himself staring at the ceiling. 
His bedroom ceiling. 


He was back at his apartment. 
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Chapter Five 


Quickly jumping from the bed to the mirror, Shane touched 
it with shaking fingers, but nothing 


happened. 
"Goddamn it!" he swore. 


After touching the mirror so many times that the surface 
was all smudged, Shane realized it 


wasn't going to work. He wasn't sure what he was doing 
wrong, but he was still in the present. 


Trying to swallow the sorrow hitting him, he forced himself 
to think. He needed to understand 


this whole thing better so he could return to his lover. He 
couldn't stand the thought of 


Navezgane all alone by that river, wondering what had 
happened to Shane. Even though he knew 


about the mirror, the separation had to be as difficult for 
Navezgane as it was for Shane. 


This obviously hadn't been a dream, as he was still wearing 
the clothes Navezgane had bought 


and his wounds were bandaged. So, the mirror did work. The 
question was how. What exactly 


had happened that night to make it work? And, more 
importantly, why was Shane back? Wasn't 


the mirror supposed to grant its owner what they wanted? 
Why, then, give someone something, 


only to take it away? 


“Damn it," he muttered again, closing his eyes tightly 
against the hurt in his heart. 


He didn't want to be here, back to a time where Navezgane 
was dead, long buried. Shane wanted 


him alive, needed him alive. Taking a fierce hold on his grief, 
Shane turned the TV on, hating the 


silence in the room. He flipped blankly through the 
channels, realizing with shock, as he watched 


the news, that it was only the morning after he had touched 
the mirror. He had lost one night in 


the present, but had spent about a week with Navezgane. 


Shane threw the remote against the wall, cursing Rebecca 
Nurse, the city of Glendale, and that 


damned old woman for selling him the mirror. He paced the 
room agitatedly, hating the recycled 


air in his apartment, the walls closing in on him. He didn't 
want these restraints; he wanted 


freedom, fresh air, the scent of grass and trees and rain. 


He looked back at the TV, the images flashing at him looking 
strangely surreal. It was like he 


was watching the news for the first time; he couldn't 
assimilate anything, didn't understand what 


they were saying, didn't really care. 


He covered his face with his hands. No, Shane didn't regret 
buying the mirror, couldn't regret 


meeting Navezgane, being with him. But it would kill him if 
he couldn't go back. 


Ferociously determined, he glanced at the mirror. He would 
go back, no matter what. He didn't 


know how or when, but he wasn't about to give up. One day, 
he would be with Navezgane again. 
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A week later, Shane wasn't as certain that he was going to 
win the war. He had tried everything 


he could think of, touching the mirror at different times of 
the day, at night, at the same hour he 


had done it last time, and nothing had worked. He had read 
everything he could about witches, 


and Rebecca Nurse in particular, and found nothing that 
could help. 


He barely slept or ate, spending his time obsessing about 
the damn mirror. It was time to pull out 


the big guns. If he couldn't work it out for himself, he would 
go to the one person who might be 


able to help him... the woman who had sold him the mirror. 


Taking a quick shower, he got dressed and forced some 
breakfast down his throat. Half an hour 


later, he was parking in front of the antique store. 


The old woman was appraising some furniture when Shane 
walked in the store. When she didn't 


seem to notice him, Shane cleared his throat. 


"Good morning," he said, when she looked up. "Remember 
me?" 


She grinned. "Of course. The young man who bought my 
ancestor's mirror." 


"| need to speak with you. Please, it's important." 


Some of his urgency must have transmitted itself to the 
woman, for she nodded. "Watch over the 


store," she told the man who had helped Shane carry the 
mirror to the car. Turning to Shane, she 


gestured, "Come with me." 


She took Shane to a small office at the back of the room, 
gesturing for him to enter before 


closing the door. She sat behind the desk, offering him a 
chair. 


When Shane sat, she said, "We better start with 
introductions. My name's Melanie Blige." 


"Shane Durban." 


"All right. What can | do for you, Shane?" 


Shane swallowed. "The mirror worked, Mrs. Blige." 


She leaned forward, clearly interested. "Melanie, please. 
And that's... amazing. Can you tell me 


more?" 


"| was... gone, | guess you can say, for one night. In our 
time, that is. In the place | was sent to, | soent a week." 


"You were sent to another place?" she asked, sounding 
Surprised. 


Shane gave her a rueful smile, understanding her confusion. 
It probably did seem odd that his 


dearest wish was a place. "What | wanted most wasn't 
material. | wanted... someone." 
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Her green eyes cleared. "I see." 


Shane shrugged. "I know I'm young, but playing around was 
never my thing. | want a partner, 


someone to share my life with. | found him through the 
mirror, and everything looked great, and 


then suddenly I'm back here again. Can you help me go 
back?" 


Her eyebrows lifted at that. "I don't know, sweetheart. To be 
honest, | was never certain if the 


mirror really worked, or if the story behind it was just an old 
wives' tale taught from generation 


to generation in my family." 


"Why did you decide to sell it?" Shane asked, trying not to 
feel discouraged by her reply. 


"| had no use for it. It certainly never did anything for me. | 
think it stayed in the family more out of sentiment than 
anything else. When I took over this store, | thought it would 
be the right 


opportunity to sell it. You were the first person in twenty 
years to even look at it." 


“Twenty years?" Shane said, shocked. 


Melanie chuckled. "Yep. Maybe there's some reason why it 
worked for you, perhaps it was 


destined for you. | don't know. | also don't know how to help 
you. I've got no idea how it works." 


Shane looked out the window. "I want to go back. | don't fit 
in this world anymore." 


The more honest truth was that where he fit was with Naz. 
Compared to the courage and sheer 


beauty of the man, everyone here seemed washed out in 
comparison, including Shane every time 


he looked in the bathroom mirror. Shane was afraid he 
would fade away one of these days. 


Melanie sighed. "I'm a sucker for a lost cause," she said, 
with some amusement. "All right, tell me everything you did 
right before it worked." 


"It was during the night. | was tossing and turning, unable to 
Sleep. | was thinking about my love 


life, how | wanted something like what my parents have, a 
relationship that is still going strong 


after decades together. | was too restless, so | got up, 
thought | could go for a walk. That's when 


it happened." 
Melanie was hanging on his every word. "It?" 


"My skin felt like it was crawling, and the hairs at the back of 
my neck were standing. My room 


seemed different somehow. It was cold and eerie, and when 
| looked at the mirror, the surface 


seemed to be shimmering. | was trying to convince myself 
that | was dreaming or imagining 


things, so | touched the glass. And found myself in the 
desert, in bright sunlight, in the old west." 


"Oh, my," Melanie breathed. "Then what?" 
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“Basically, | met that someone | was looking for, we hooked 
up, everything was working 


perfectly, if somewhat hazardously. And then, one minute 
I'm with him, the next I'm back 


home." 


"Him?" she repeated. 


"I'm gay. Will there be a problem?" 


Melanie's lips twitched. "Not at all." She sobered. "So, there 
was no warning before you came back?" 


Shane shook his head, desolate. "None. | don't understand." 


“Neither do I. Nothing about what | heard related to the 
mirror mentions anything like this. But 


as far as | know, nobody in my family ever used it the way it 
was intended. Anything else you 


remember from that night? You said your room felt eerie. 
Why?" 


"Well, | have this huge window, and the full moon looked so 
bright it almost hurt my eyes. It 


almost felt like it was on top of my house. It was... weird." 
He noticed Melanie's smile. "What?" 


"I'm no expert, but I've always heard that witchcraft is 
stronger when there's a full moon. Was it 


past midnight when you touched the mirror?" 


Shane nodded, understanding. "A few minutes past, yeah. 
And the period from midnight to three 


a.m. is called the witching hour, right?" For the first time in 
a week, he actually felt hopeful. "So, all | have to do is wait 
for the next full moon and try again." 


Melanie bit her lip. "I hate to put a damper on your plan, but 
you did come back. Maybe it won't 


work this time." 


"It will," Shane said, not sure why he was so certain. "But 
you do have a point. | still don't understand why | came 
back." 


"Maybe it's supposed to show the person what they want 
and give them a chance to accept it. Or 


not," Melanie suggested. 


"It's possible. Makes sense, | guess." He regarded the old 
woman carefully. "Would you be willing to do me a favor?" 


"What?" 


"Come to my house next full moon. If it works, break the 
mirror. That way, | won't be able to 


come back." 


"What if this first time was a fluke, honey? What if this guy 
really wasn't the one, and you end 


up somewhere new?" 
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Shane gulped. "I've got to believe that Rebecca knew what 
she was doing. Everything I read 


about her said she was a good, kind woman. | don't think 
she'd purposely hurt someone." 


"She could've gotten the spell wrong," Melanie countered. 


Shane nodded at the logic of that idea. "True. But I'm willing 
to risk it. | found my mate, 


Melanie, I've got to try. And if I'm wrong, and | end up 
somewhere else..." He shrugged. "I'll Survive." 


"You do realize | could be condemning you to death if this 
goes wrong?" she asked grimly. 


Shane bit his lip. "Yes. And I'm sorry to put this burden on 
you, but you're the only one who can 


help me. Melanie," he petitioned, ready to get down on his 
knees if he had to. "You're my last hope. | need to try. 
Please." 


Their eyes met for a long moment, and for a fanciful second 
Shane could almost feel the magic 


shining in her eyes, boring into his soul, and searching for 
the truth. It was gone in a flash, and 


she smiled. 
"Very well, my boy. | will do as you ask." 


Shane jumped up from his chair, giving her a gentle kiss on 
the cheek. "Thank you." 


She waved him off. "I'm a romantic at heart. How many 
people can say they helped reunite two 


soul mates across time and space?" She gave him a card. 
"Don't leave any loose ends. Say 


goodbye to your loved ones, settle your affairs. Call me 
when it's time for you to go. I'll be 


there." 


Shane gave her a grateful smile. "You're one of a kind, 
Melanie. Thanks again." 


She snorted. "Right. Get out of here, child. I've got work to 
do." 


Shane winked at her and left the store. He walked over to 
his car, a spring to his step. He was 


feeling hopeful and excited. Three more weeks, and he 
would be back with Navezgane. 
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Shane kept busy for the next two weeks. He closed his bank 
account, sold his car and his house, 


although he got to stay for a month before he had to leave. 
He bought a bow and a quiver with 


arrows, making sure they looked simple enough to pass 
muster in the old west. He also bought a 


waist holster, a restored Colt's .45 Peacemaker with wood 
grips, and ammo. 


If he was going to live in dangerous times, he'd better be 
prepared. Not that he intended to use 


either weapon unless it was strictly necessary. Bullshitting 
his opponent had always worked for 


him in the past, and he would always try that option first. 
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He had thought about taking aspirin and Tylenol with him, 
maybe some antibiotics, soap, lube, 


and other essential items, but then decided against it. He 
knew he would probably regret it in the 


future, especially about not taking the medicine, but he was 
afraid to screw up the timeline. 


Besides, Navezgane was the closest thing to a medicine 
man, and Shane was determined to live 


his life just like everyone else in the old west. Not to 
mention that any supplies he took wouldn't 


be able to last very long, as he didn't want to carry too 
much weight. 


He learned how to use the bow and the Colt, and although 
he would never be an Indian brave or 


a famous gunslinger, he could at least hit what he aimed at. 
Finally, he bought saddlebags and a 


canteen, clothes, and cowboy boots that would fit in where 
he was going. 


That done, all that was left was saying goodbye to his loved 
ones. He called his friends, his 


favorite relatives, and bought a ticket to Vancouver to go 
see his parents. That would be the 


tough one. 
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It was four days before the full moon when he finally made it 
to Vancouver. He used his key to 


enter his parents' two-story house, carrying a small bag with 
him. 


"Mom, Dad, I'm home," he called out, having phoned ahead 
to let them know he was coming. 


His mother rushed out of the living room, a wide smile on 
her face. "Shane!" 


He opened his arms, and she walked easily into the 
embrace. He closed his eyes, holding his 


mother tightly, swallowing the lump in his throat. The only 
thing that hurt him about going back 


to Navezgane was having to leave his parents behind. 


They had always been his best friends, his touchstone, his 
Support system, even when they didn't 


agree with his choices. They had always loved him 
unconditionally, taking the news of his 


sexual orientation with a nonchalance that still made him 
smile. He would miss them terribly. 


Releasing his mother, Shane barely had time to take a deep 
breath before he was hugged again, 


this time by his father. 
"We've missed you," his father whispered into his ear. 
"Missed you, too." 


Shane broke away from his father's loving clasp, watching 
as his parents naturally came to stand 


side by side. They were both in their fifties, although they 
didn't look it. His mother was a 


striking woman, slim, with a wonderful figure, long, blond 
hair, and blue eyes. His father was 


tall and fit, with gray eyes and salt-and-pepper hair. They 
looked perfect together, and, as usual, 


Shane felt a surge of pride looking at them. 
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"How was your flight, honey?" his mother asked, as they 
made their way to the living room. 


"It was Okay," Shane answered, as they sat down on the 
couch. "No delays, no hassle. | wish it was like that every 
time | travel." He dug around in the bag at his feet, getting 
an envelope out 


and handing it to her. "This is for you. Happy anniversary." 


She opened the envelope, her eyes misting as she saw the 
two plane tickets. "Oh, my God," she 


said softly. "Tickets to Venice. John, look." She gave the 
tickets to her husband. 


Shane's dad smiled fondly at her. "I can see that, Mary." He 
turned to Shane. "Thank you, son. 


You know how your mother always wanted to go to Italy." 


"It's an all-expenses-paid trip, guys," Shane said, pleased to 
be giving them this. "The tickets, the hotel, meals... 
Everything's included in the package. Inside the envelope 
there's a card with the 


name and phone number of the woman who took care of 
everything for me. You have any 


questions, call her." 


His mother smiled tremulously. "This is a wonderful gift, 
Shane. But... are you sure you can 


afford it?" 

Shane nodded. "Yeah. | won't need the money." He took a 
deep breath. "I've got something to tell you. I...I'm going 
away." 


His mother sounded almost afraid. "A-away?" 


"It's kind of hard to explain, but... | found someone. And, 
well, | want to be with him. But there 


aren't any phones, or any way I can get in touch with you 
after | leave. You, uh, you won't hear 


from me again." 


To his surprise, his parents exchanged a sorrowful look, but 
neither seemed surprised. 


"| guess it's finally here," his father said. 
Shane was confused. "Mom, Dad, what's going on?" 


His father stood up, removing the painting that hid the safe 
from the wall. He keyed in the 


combination and opened the vault, grabbing a metal box 
from inside. It looked very old and 


battered, and Shane wondered what the hell was going on. 


His father sat back down next to his mother, the box in his 
lap. "When we first moved in to this 


house, shortly after you were born, your mother decided she 
wanted a rose garden." He gave his 


wife a look that was part exasperation, part love. 


"We decided, you mean," she joked faintly, eyes filled with 
unshed tears. 
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"Right. As with everything we did, we turned the project into 
a family affair. We took out the 


weeds in the back yard, fertilized the soil, and planted the 
seeds," his father said. "When we were pulling out the roots, 
we found this box buried in the dirt." 


"We got curious," his mother said, taking over the story. "We 
got back to the house, pried the lock open... and got the 
shock of our lives." A tear finally slid down her cheek. "We 
wanted to deny it at first, couldn't understand how it could 
be possible, but..." 


Shane's father handed him the box. "Open it." 


Shane accepted the box, slowly lifting the lid. At first look, 
he couldn't see anything unusual. 


There were some old photos inside, some newspapers 
clippings. When he took a closer look at 


one of the photos, his heart missed a beat. 


The photo was of Shane and Navezgane grinning like loons, 
Valor and Odin in the background. 


The other photos were mostly nature shots, of the Grand 
Canyon, Niagara Falls, or the Carlsbad 


Caverns. And somehow he knew he had been the one to 
take them. The clippings were from 


different newspapers, like the New York Sun, the Boston 
Globe, or the Chicago Tribune. In all of the articles, the 
engraved photos were credited to Shane. 


"It doesn't matter where you are, photography is in your 
blood," his mother said. 


Shane couldn't think of anything to say. This box confirmed 
that he would successfully rejoin 


Navezgane, that they would roam the country, that he 
would keep on being a photographer. But 


the idea that he had buried the box for his parents to find 
decades in the future was a little 


overwhelming. 


He cleared his throat. "You've kept this secret all this time?" 
he finally said, loving his parents more than ever. 


His mother smiled sadly. "You had to find your own path, 
honey. We were afraid if we told you 


about it, something might go wrong." Her face crumbled. 
"As much as it pains us to see you go... 


You look so happy in that picture. Any parent would give 
anything to make their children happy. 


And when we saw the dates on the newspapers... We knew 
you were destined for something 


special." 
"Can you tell us about it?" his father asked. 


And so Shane did, telling them about the antique store and 
the mirror and his adventure in the 


old west. He told them of his return to the present, of what 
he was planning, of what he had been 


doing for the past weeks. 


“Thanks to this," Shane looked at the box. "I know I'm going 
to make it." 


"When do you have to go back?" 
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"In four days," Shane said, looking at his mother. "I'm sorry." 


She shook her head. "Don't be. Just be happy and... perhaps 
if we dig around in the garden ina 


few days, your father and | will find a new box?" 


That was an interesting idea. Theoretically, whatever he 
might bury in the garden would already 


be there, since it would have to be done in the past. But if 
he hadn't done it yet in real time... 


Feeling a headache threatening, he grinned. 


"Could be. It's a great idea, actually. Now that | know you 
found this one, maybe I can leave 


more over the years. Now, how about we do something 
together? We've got four days, and | 


want to make the most of it." 


His parents took it from there. Family activities were 
planned with military precision, and the 


next days were a rollercoaster ride of fun, laughter, and 
very little sleep. However, behind 


everything they did, there was an underlying sadness, a 
feeling that their time was running out. 


Eventually, it did. On the fourth day, Shane finally had to 
return to Glendale. He said a very 


tearful goodbye to his parents at the house, refusing to let 
them accompany him to the airport. 


That would only have made parting more difficult for all of 
them. 


As the plane took off from the runway, Shane looked out the 
window with blurry eyes, 


wondering if he wasn't being a selfish bastard. Was it right 
to leave everything behind, to leave 


his parents hurting so much, just so he could go after what 
he wanted? 


He thought of Navezgane, yet again, and realized that, 
selfish or not, he would continue with his 


plan. Most people spent all of their lives chasing after 
happiness without really finding it. Shane 


had been given a chance to grasp his happiness, and he 
wasn't going to let it slip from between 


his fingers. 
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It was a few minutes to midnight, and Shane was doing his 
best not to fidget. Everything was 


ready; he was wearing a shirt, black denim, and cowboy 
boots. The canteen was around his 


chest; the bow, quiver, and the holster with the Colt were 
wrapped in a blanket, hidden from 


sight. The blanket was next to the mirror, the saddlebags on 
top. 


"All | need is a horse," he muttered. 


Melanie chuckled. "Not that | want to stress you out more 
than you already are, but | keep 


imagining you touching the mirror and finding yourself in 
the Middle Ages, or in a future like we 


see in Star Trek. All these preparations would've been for 
nothing." 


Shane glared at her. "You're not helping. Just remember your 
promise to break the mirror." 
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Melanie waved the hammer in her hand. "I'm ready." 


Shane looked at the alarm clock on his nightstand just in 
time to see it turn to midnight. And just 


like that night a month ago, he felt something around him 
shift. The hairs at the back of his neck 


stood up, and goose bumps ran all over his skin. The full 
moon was Shining as brightly as the 


sun, and the air felt as cold as a winter's day. He smiled as 
he looked into the shimmering surface 


of the mirror. 

"Holy Jesus," he heard Melanie murmur. 
“Time for me to go," he said, looking at her. 
She managed a nod. "Be happy." 

"I'll certainly try." 


He grabbed his belongings and touched the mirror. The 
same violent wind as before surged 


around him. Mist clouded his vision, and a familiar dizziness 
assailed him. He closed his eyes, 


knowing he would be somewhere else when he opened 
them again. 


The sound of breaking glass was the last thing he heard. 
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Chapter Six 


Stifling a moan, Shane forced his eyes to open and gazed 
Slowly at his surroundings. A white 


canvas ceiling curved above him, pots and pans clanked 
together, and an oil lantern was resting 


on a wooden box near the pallet where he was lying. A 
wagon... he was in a wagon of some 


kind. 


The first time he had used the mirror, he had simply 
appeared in the middle of the desert. This 


time he been transported to a wagon? Why the difference? 
Had it been due to the breaking of the 


mirror? He would probably never find out. 


The wagon was on the move, keeping a rhythmic pace, as a 
male voice called instructions to the 


horses, cracking the whip from time to time. That seemed 
consonant with the west. But whose 


wagon was this, and why was he here? Had he been saddled 
with a good Samaritan, or was he in 


trouble again? 


Shane sat up, relieved to see he was still wearing the same 
clothes and that his stuff was by the 


pallet. He took a sip from the canteen, deciding to wait until 
the wagon stopped before meeting 


whoever owned it. Somehow, it seemed safer that way. 
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He was dozing off when he heard a commotion outside. The 
wagon stopped moving, and Shane 


could hear a horse approaching at a fast gallop. It came to a 
halt right next to the wagon. 


"Simon, we've got riders comin' in," a male voice said, tone 
brisk and urgent. "About ten as far as | could see. And they 
sure as hell don't look friendly." 


Shane heard a soft curse, and the wagon shifted as the 
driver jumped off his seat. "It's those 


bastards again. Julia, hide with the girls, quickly. Laurie, Jim, 
keep your heads down. Grab your 


guns and ammo. If they want a fight, we'll give 'em one." 


"May the good Lord have mercy on us all," he heard a 
woman whisper fearfully. 


Shane's heart was beating so fast and hard in his chest that 
he could hear it loud and clear. Here 


he was again, right in the middle of a fine mess. Making a 
swift decision, he unbound his 


blanket, reaching for the holster and putting it on. 


He didn't know these people, but his gut was telling him 
they were on the side of the angels. If he 


could do something to help... He took a deep breath at the 
sound of the horses thundering their 


way. No going back now. He ignored his frantic heart and 
concentrated on the upcoming battle. 


He jumped out of the wagon, rolling beneath it and nearly 
colliding with a woman holding a 


rifle. They blinked at each other for a moment before Shane 
regained his wits. 


"Howdy, ma'am. Heard there was trouble. Thought I'd lend a 
hand." 
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The woman's lips twitched. "The more the merrier. 
Welcome." 


“Thank you. I'm Shane." 
"Laurie. Here they come," she warned. 


The riders fell on them like demons, shooting though their 
defenses, circling the wagons ina 


cacophony of gunfire and shouts. Shane concentrated on 
firing his weapon, doing his best to 


ignore the fact that he was shooting at human beings. It was 
like having tunnel vision; he saw 


nothing but his targets, did nothing but squeeze the trigger 
and reload the Colt. 


He saw one of the men being gunned down, heard several 
whoops of joy. These people might 


not be expert fighters, but they were battling for their lives 
and their loved ones. And that made 


them fiercer than their attackers. 


Another bandit fell prey to the bullets from the wagon folks, 
and another, and suddenly the 


brigands were retreating, disappearing behind the trees. 
There was a prolonged silence, followed 


by explosions of joy and laughter. For the moment, they had 
won. 


Shane followed Laurie out from beneath the wagon, finally 
taking the time to see just who he 


had been helping. There were a total of three wagons, and 
next to them, celebrating their victory, 


were two men, a woman, and two young girls. 


One of the men saw him standing there and gave him a 
wide smile. He walked over to Shane and 


patted him heartily on the shoulder. "Thank you for your 
help, stranger. Saw you firing at those 


bastards. We owe you. I'm Simon Petersen. This is my wife, 
Julia, and my daughter, Beth." He 


gestured to the other man. "That's my brother Jim and his 
daughter, Anna. Laurie, you've met. 


She's my younger sister." 


Shane shook their hands, hoping he would remember all of 
their names after such a swift 


introduction. "Shane Durban." 


He took an instant liking to this large family. There was a 
simplicity and honesty to them that 


was refreshing. It was pretty obvious that Simon, Jim, and 
Laurie were related, as they shared 


very similar features. All had the same black hair and blue 
eyes, the same stubborn chins and 


thin eyebrows. The two brothers were probably in their late 
thirties, Laurie, in her twenties. 


Simon was a giant, both in weight and height, but he looked 
friendly enough. Jim, by contrast, 


was Shorter and lithe. Julia was around her husband's age, a 
redhead with mischievous green 


eyes, and, like Laurie, a very attractive woman. 


Anna and Beth, the two girls, couldn't have been more than 
ten. Beth looked very much like her 


mother, with curly red hair and a freckled face. Anna was 
blonde, but she had inherited her 


father's blue eyes. All in all, they made a beautiful family 
picture. 
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"| bet you've got a lot of questions," Jim joked. 


Shane chuckled. "Sure do. How did | end up in your wagon? 
And who were those men?" 


"We found you this morning, passed out near a valley. 
Figured a horse thief had attacked you, 


since we couldn't find your horse or a saddle," Simon said. 
“Couldn't exactly leave you there, so..." 


Shane nodded. "Thank you. And those men?" 


Simon scowled. "We bought some land in Colorado, want to 
make a new Start there. We're also 


carrying gold to build a ranch and to keep us going before 
we get fully settled. On the last town 


we went through, we decided to hire some help, since we'd 
be leaving civilization behind for 


weeks." 


"It was a mistake," Laurie said. "We talked to this man who 
was more interested in our gold and the deed to our land 
than in helping us. As soon as we realized what was going 
on, we left, but he 


and his friends have been tailing us." Her smile turned 
nasty. "They were fifteen at first. Not anymore, though." 


Jim shook his head. "Christ, sis. That's why no one will marry 
you. You're worse than a 


gunslinger." 


She shrugged. "There's more to life than marriage, kids, and 
a stove. No offense," she added, 


when Julia glared at her. 


"None taken, I'm sure," Julia muttered. 


"Why tell me all this?" Shane asked. "For all you know, | 
could be just like those men." 


"You helped us out without even knowing who we were or 
what the fuss was all about." Simon 


gave a belly laugh. "Sides, | reckon our situation couldn't 
get any worse." He turned serious. 


"Shane, you seem like a good man. How about you work for 


us? We've got our hands full 


leading the wagons, hunting, and watching out for those 
outlaws. We could use another pair of 


hands." 


Shane rubbed his jaw, unsure of what to do. It did sound 
very appealing, a true American quest. 


But what if going with the Petersens meant he wouldn't 
meet with Navezgane again? Maybe he 


should stay put. 


Then again, he was already hours away from the place 
where he had resurfaced. And the last 


time, it had taken almost a day for Navezgane to find him. 
Not to mention that staying here 


wasn't ideal. Sure, he had water, but he still didn't have a 
horse, or any food, and there were those 


criminals around. 


"Just out of curiosity, how far is that town you mentioned?" 
he asked. 
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"Holbrook?" Jim said. "About two weeks. But | wouldn't 
advise going there. Sheriff Bridges seemed like a good man, 
but the town was in shambles. Plus, that's where we met 
Tyler." 


“Holbrook? Tyler?" Shane squeaked. 


Julia frowned, moving closer to the two little girls. "You know 
him?" 


Shane made a face. "You could say that. Tyler was working 
for this really bad guy, and a friend 


and | took the guy out." He looked at the Petersens. "I can't 
stay with you. If Tyler sees me, he'll recognize me for sure. 
I'll just make things worse." 


"Well, you can't stay here," Laurie said. "Think of this as a 
mutually beneficial partnership. 


We're joining forces against a common enemy, making us 
stronger." 


Shane lifted an eyebrow at that. What an amazing bunch of 
people. "You sure?" he asked. 


Simon slapped him on the back, almost throwing him of 
balance. "We're sure. Welcome to the 


family, Shane." 


Shane followed Laurie a little bemusedly, sitting beside her 
as she drove the last of the three 


wagons. He was off again on a wild adventure. Now, if he 
could only find Navezgane, 


everything would be perfect. 


KKK 


That night, as they sat around a campfire, Shane felt a 
sense of déja vu. He couldn't help glancing 


around, waiting for Navezgane to emerge from the shadows, 
his sadness deepening as nothing 


happened. Maybe he really had been fooling himself; maybe 
he would never see his lover again. 


He blinked when he realized that Anna and Beth were 
standing next to him, regarding him with 


open curiosity. 
"We brought you some flowers," Beth said, with a wide grin. 


"Yeah. We wanted to say thank you for helping us, and you 
looked so sad..." Anna said, before 


biting her lip. "Are you all right?" 


Shane smiled at them, accepting the flowers. "I'm fine. 
Thanks for the flowers." 


"Smell them," Beth said, nearly pushing the small bouquet 
in his face. 


Suspecting trickery, but unable to resist the eager faces 
looking at him, Shane brought the 


flowers to his nose and took a deep breath. When he 
lowered them, he could feel something 


sticking to the tip of his nose, and the girls were howling 
with laughter, while the rest of the 


family snickered at his expense. 
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Rubbing at his nose, his fingers came away with yellow 
pollen. "Very funny," Shane chided, but he was wearing a 
huge grin on his face. He looked curiously at the flowers. 
"What are they 


called?" 


“Buttercups, silly," Anna said. Her face turned serious. "Dad 
says they were my mom's favorites. 


They're mine, too." 


"Your mom?" Shane echoed, well aware that Jim's wife 
wasn't traveling with the others, and that no one had 
mentioned her before. 


Anna's eyes were a little bright as she answered. "She died 
when I was born." 


"I'm sorry," Shane said. 


Beth hugged her cousin protectively. "You've still got us, 
Annie. We'll be together forever, you'll see." 


Julia stood up, giving Shane an apologetic smile. "Stop 
bothering Shane, girls. Come on, let's get 


ready for bed." 


"Oh, please, not yet," Beth whined. "I'm not sleepy." 


"We start early in the morning," Julia said. "Now, scoot." 


Soon, everyone was busy with last-minute preparations, 
until only Shane and Laurie remained by 


the fire. 
"Beth and Anna were right," Laurie said. "You did look sad." 


Shane shrugged. "I was hoping to run across a friend. He, 
uh, he means a lot to me." 


She was silent for a while. "If it's meant to be, you'll find 
him," she finally said, sounding like she believed it. 


Shane looked up at the stars. "Meant to be," he whispered. 
Navezgane and him, they were meant 


to be. He had to trust that. Trying to break away from his 
gloomy thoughts, he turned to Laurie. 


"How far do you travel a day?" 


"We were supposed to travel about fifteen miles a day, but 
the weather has been unstable these 


past days. Between the rain, the muddy trails, and Tyler and 
his men constantly attacking us... 


We're behind schedule a few days. We won't give up, 
though. We'll get to our land sooner or 


later." 


Shane believed her. It was people like Laurie and her family, 
with spirit and courage and just 


plain stubbornness, that had built America. And now he was 
a part of it. 
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KKK 


The next dawn, it was pouring down rain. Shane had gone to 
sleep under one of the wagons, but 


halfway through the night, he had been forced to share a 
wagon with Laurie. The skies had 


opened up and didn't show any signs of stopping soon. 


Soaked to the skin and miserable, they forged ahead, 
keeping a slow pace, the intense rain 


making it hard to see. They didn't stop for lunch, eating 
jerky, bread, and apples. They wouldn't 


be able to build a fire to cook anything, and the weather 
would have chased the game away, so 


the decision was made to keep going. 


It was mid-afternoon when it finally stopped raining, just as 
they reached a river. They would 


have to cross it, but the river was full, and the currents 
looked strong. Shane and the Petersen 


siblings stood by the bank, while Julia watched over Beth 
and Anna. 


"Are we crazy enough to do this?" Laurie asked, with a wry 
smile. 


"| don't think we've got a choice," Jim said. "It could take 
days for the water level to go down, and there's nothing to 
say it won't keep on raining. If it floods and we're close by, 
it'll be worse." 


Simon ran a frustrated hand over his hair. "And we still have 
Tyler and his men to worry about. 


We've been lucky so far, but luck doesn't hold out forever. 
We camp here and we're sitting 


ducks." 

Julia walked over to them, looking harried. 
"What's wrong?" Jim asked. 

"We've got a problem with our two young ones." 
Laurie frowned. "What problem?" 


"Beth and Anna are afraid to cross the river." She looked at 
the rushing water and shuddered. 


"Can't say | blame them. Anyway, | said that it would be all 
right, that they would stay inside one of the wagons, so they 
wouldn't see what was going on, and they panicked. They're 
refusing to 


cross." 


Shane looked from the river to the two spare horses that the 
Petersens used for hunting, and had 


a crazy idea. "I think | can help," he said. 


"How?" Jim asked. 


"I can cross with them, on a horse." 


"That's insane," Julia said, fear for her child clear in her 
eyes. 
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"I'm not saying it'll be easy. I'm not exactly looking forward 
to it. But if you want to cross the 


river, the risk is there no matter what you do. If one of the 
wagons turns over, God forbid, they 


could get caught in the debris." He gestured to one of the 
horses. "That horse, he's a beast, tall and massive. | think 
we'll be all right if we take him." 


"We could go back," Simon said. 
"No!" 


Everyone turned to see the two girls a few feet away, hand 
in hand and frightened out of their 


wits, but looking determined. 


"We'll go," Beth said, voice quivering slightly. "Just... | can't 
swim and I'm scared, but..." She lifted her chin up defiantly. 
"We're not stoppin’ because of me. | want to get to our land, 
too." 


Julia took a step closer to them. " Beth, Anna, it's too 
dangerous..." 


“Everything we've been doing since we left home is 
dangerous," Anna said, with a scowl. "We'll go with Shane." 


Shane walked over to them and knelt down. "Girls, | was just 
thinking out loud with your 


parents, trying to come up with ideas. We don't have to do 
this." 


"But what about what you were saying about the river 
overflowing, or that bad man coming 


back?" Beth asked. "Don't we need to cross the river?" 


"We'd get really wet, and it would be very scary," Shane 
said softly. 


To his surprise, Anna hugged him. "We could be scared 
together," she whispered in his ear. 


Beth hugged him as well. "Please, Shane." 


Shane pulled back, smiling at the two girls. "You're going to 
be holy terrors when you're older." 


He kissed them both on the forehead and turned to the 
others, who were hovering nearby. "Your 


decision." 
Simon swallowed. "Let's do it." 


Shane stood up. "All right. Unsaddle the horse. Take 
everything off but the reins." He removed his holster, 
handing it to Laurie. "Hold this for me?" 


"Sure. Take good care of them," she pleaded. 
"With my life," Shane promised. 
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Simon returned with the beautiful stallion. Without the 
stirrups, mounting proved to be a 


challenge, and in the end Simon had to give him a leg up. 
Shane settled on top of the horse, 


testing the reins, getting a feel for the animal, who didn't so 
much as flick an ear. 


"You set?" Simon asked. At Shane's nod, he said, "Anna, 
Beth. Time to go." 


The two girls allowed Simon to put them up on the horse in 
front of Shane. It was a tight fit, but 


they would manage. And, since Shane would be holding the 
reins, his arms would automatically 


go around the girls, giving them extra protection. 


"Right. Anna, hold on to the reins real tight, okay?" Shane 
waited until she nodded nervously. 


“Beth, you hold on to Anna's waist and don't let go. Grab 
onto me if you need to. Ready?" 


"Yeah," they replied in unison, voices wavering a little. 


Shane patted the horse's neck gently, and they began to 
move toward the river. "So, which one of 


you little devils came up with the idea of giving me the 
buttercups?" he asked, hoping to distract 


them. 


"Anna." 


"Beth." 


The two girls giggled, and Shane smiled. "Are you excited 
about going to a new place?" 


"Yeah. | didn't like Livingston. Everyone there was mean to 
Aunt Laurie," Anna said. 


"How come?" 


Beth looked up at him. "Promise not to tell our parents? 
Grown-ups always think we're too 


young to understand, but we're not." 
"| promise," Shane said, intrigued. 


"Laurie liked Ms. Muller," Anna said, gasping when they 
were halfway across, the water up to 


their thighs. "She was the school teacher." 


"Easy," Shane soothed, squeezing her hand gently. "We're 
almost there. It should get better soon." He hoped the river 
wouldn't make a liar out of him. "What was the problem with 
Laurie 


liking the school teacher?" 


“Aunt Laurie liked Ms. Muller like Mom and Dad like each 
other," Beth explained, as if talking to a five-year old. "I 
heard them talking about it. Mom and Dad said that they 
didn't understand, 


but that she was family and they loved her anyway. Do you 
understand, Shane?" she asked, 


almost pleadingly. 
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Well, duh, Shane thought to himself. He wasn't usually this 
Slow on the uptake. "I understand. 


I'm fine with it. You've got a pretty amazing family." 


Anna shrugged. "We didn't understand, either, so we went 
to talk to Aunt Laurie. She explained 


to us how some people care for others differently, that they 
don't care about what you look like, 


but about how that person is. It made sense. She asked us 
not to tell our parents about our talk, so 


we didn't." 


"| won't tell, either," Shane said, resisting the urge to curse 
as the water reached their waists. It was freaking cold, and 
if his heart was pounding away in his chest like crazy, he 
could imagine 


how scared the girls were. "But why did you leave 
Livingston?" he asked, hoping that the 


conversation would keep the girls from being too frightened. 


He had chosen a good mount, strong enough to keep 
steady, although the horse stumbled now 


and then. He didn't think the girls noticed just how tightly he 
was holding on to the reins and 


Shielding them, afraid the swells might unhorse all three of 
them. 


"We don't know for sure, but I think Aunt Laurie told Ms. 
Muller how she felt," Beth said, 


scoffing. "Only Ms. Muller didn't understand, and suddenly 
these awful people were saying bad 


things about Aunt Laurie. Dad and Uncle Jim both got into 
some fights with the folks in town 


over it, and things got really bad for a while. Dad and Uncle 
Jim finally decided it was time to 


move." 


The water was now down to their knees, and Shane relaxed. 
"Like | said, you've got an amazing 


family." 


"We love each other," Anna said, with all the wisdom of a 
ten-year old. 


They reached the bank, and Shane brought the horse to a 
halt. He dismounted and helped the 


girls down. 
“Thanks, Shane." The two girls hugged him tightly. 


"Don't mention it." He gave them a mock glare. "Just no 
more buttercups, all right?" 


"Promise," Beth said cheekily, showing him her crossed 
fingers. 


She looked at her cousin, and then the two girls ran off, 
laughing, in search of the right flowers, 


proving that there really was nothing like the resilience of a 
child. 


"Don't run off too far," Shane yelled after them. 


After watching to make sure that both Shane and the kids 
were fine, the others began to move 


out as well. The wagons were rolling in a single line, horses 
and drivers taking their time. It 


would take a while before everyone crossed, but it was safer 
to move the wagons one by one. If, 


God forbid, something happened to one of them, the wagon 
wouldn't be able to drag any of the 
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Minutes of strenuous effort later, Laurie reached him, 
followed by Simon and Julia a few 


minutes later. Jim was nearly there when it happened. A 
moment away from the bank, one of the 


horses suddenly raised his front legs with a loud scream, 
catching Jim off guard. The wagon 


wobbled dangerously. Jim didn't have to time to react and 
slid from his seat into the river's cold 


water. 


"Jim! Oh, my God. He can't swim," Laurie cried out, as she 
saw her brother disappear. 


"Get the wagon," Simon shouted. "I'll get him." 


Simon was jumping into the fierce river before Shane could 
even blink, and, wanting to help the 


brothers, Shane jumped after him. He swam in the direction 
he had last seen Jim. The waters 


were turbid, and the cold was beginning to affect him, 
making his movements sluggish. He came 


up for air, taking deep breaths as he surfaced, then dove 
back again. When he finally resurfaced, 


Shane saw that Simon had Jim safely in his arms, and that 
he was taking them both to shore. 


Relieved, Shane was swimming up to them, when abruptly 
something got caught up in his legs 


and he went down. He struggled to break the surface, but 
the current was doing its best to pull 


him back under. He was getting desperate, when he heard 
an Indian war cry and saw Navezgane 


riding Odin to the edge of the bank, twirling a lasso in the 
air, Valor right behind him. 


"Naz," he managed to call out. 
"Catch," Navezgane shouted, as he threw the rope. 


Shane managed to catch it and let the combined forces of 
man and beast drag him to the bank. 


He stayed down on the grass, panting weakly, next to Jim 
and Simon, too exhausted to do much. 


Finally, Jim sat up with some difficulty. 


"Thank you," he said, as his family gathered around him, all 
watching Navezgane with wide 


eyes. 


"It's okay, he's a friend," Shane said, gesturing to 
Navezgane. "And it's not like | rescued you or anything," 
Shane added, mock-annoyed with himself. 


"It's the thought that counts," Simon said, still watching 
Navezgane warily despite Shane's 


avowal. 


"| guess," Shane agreed, still lying down. He looked at 
Navezgane, who was still mounted, arms crossed, and 
regarding Shane with a glare. "Something on your mind, 
Naz?" 


"Why is it, Golinka, that | soend my time saving your sorry, 
pale-faced ass?" he asked, clearly annoyed. 
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Shane closed his eyes and laughed, giddy with relief. "Well, 
I'd have to say that it's because my 


sorry, pale-faced ass keeps getting into trouble." 


Navezgane dismounted, walking over to Shane. The warrior 
gazed down at him for a moment 


before extending a hand. Sighing, Shane accepted it, using 
it to hoist himself up. Without caring 


about the Petersens, he hugged Navezgane tightly. 


"| have missed you terribly," Navezgane whispered in his 
ear. 


"I missed you like crazy, too. | asked someone to break the 
mirror after | got back. I'm here to 


Stay." 


Shane felt Navezgane's arms tighten involuntarily. "Good," 
was all he said. 


Shane pulled back, knowing that if he stayed in Navezgane's 
embrace any longer, it would raise 


questions he was not ready to answer yet. He turned to the 
Petersen family, who were still 


Surrounding Jim. 


“Everyone, this is my friend Navezgane, Naz for short," he 
said, proudly. "He's the sole 


responsible for keeping me alive since | came to the west." 
Navezgane bowed slightly in greeting. "Hello." 


Shane gave him a grateful smile, knowing this had to be 
difficult, especially with the way 


Navezgane felt about the white man. He grimaced mentally, 
imagining Navezgane's face when 


he learned that Shane was working for the Petersens. Better 
to get that out in the open as soon as 


possible. 


"Um, can you excuse us? Naz and | need to have a word," 
Shane asked the others before 


dragging Navezgane out of earshot. 


When Shane did nothing but fidget, Navezgane asked, 
"Well?" 


Shane winced. "I'm sorry. | Know you're not exactly 
comfortable around white folks, but this is a 


nice family, and they're in trouble." 


Navezgane rolled his eyes, as if he expected nothing less 
from Shane, and sighed. "Tell me." 


"They bought some land in Colorado. They're traveling 
there. They stopped in Holbrook to hire 


someone to help guard their money, and almost ended up 
hiring Tyler. Good thing the man's too 


stupid to think straight. Instead of going ahead and working 
for the Petersens and then 


ambushing them or something, he gave the game away. He 
let them see that he was a good-for- 


nothing bastard, out for their money and the deed. They left 
town, but Tyler's been after them. | 


can't just leave." 


"Tyler believes | am dead, Shane. When he sees me, it will 
make him more determined than ever 
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to kill these people, if nothing else than because | am with 
them." 


Shane ran a hand through his hair. "I know. But if we leave 
them to their own devices, they're 


dead anyway." 


"We will not be able to be alone," Navezgane said, although 
he already looked resigned. 


Shane leered. "We can steal a moment here and there. It'll 
spice up our sex life. Please?" 


Navezgane shook his head ruefully, the corner of his mouth 
twitching. "Very well." 


Shane took his arm. "Great. Come on, | didn't finish 
introducing you to everyone." They got back to the others. 
"Simon, | was wondering if Naz could come with us? He was 
the one who took out 


Tyler's boss. He's a great hunter, and he also knows a lot 
about herbal medicine. And..." 


Simon raised his hands, laughing. "All right, all right. Anyone 
able to come to the rescue like he 


did is more than welcome to join us. Glad to meet you, Naz." 


Shane left Simon to make the introductions, going over to 
Odin and Valor. He patted and hugged 


both horses enthusiastically, having missed them dearly as 
well. He wrapped his arms around 


Valor, nuzzling the horse's neck, and sighed, finally at 
peace. He was home. 
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Chapter Seven 


When Shane got back to the others, Beth and Anna were 
bombarding Navezgane with questions. 


"Are you a real Indian? Do you take scalps? Do you smoke a 
peace pipe?" 


"What tribe are you from? Can you do smoke signs? Did you 
ever kill anyone? Can you do a rain 


dance?" 


Navezgane knelt in front of them. "I am a real Indian, yes. | 
do not take scalps, and | have 


smoked the peace pipe before. | am Apache, | can make 
smoke signs, | have killed only bad 


people, and, yes, | can do a rain dance." He gave them a 
rare grin. "However, considering how 


much it has been raining lately, | will save a demonstration 
for a hot summer." 


The girls giggled. Shane fought the impulse to laugh when 
he saw Beth holding a bouquet of 


buttercups in her hand, no doubt meant for Shane again. 


“Beth, why don't you give those flowers to Navezgane?" he 
said. 


The girls looked at him, then at Navezgane, before looking 
back at Shane with mischief in their 


eyes. 


"Good idea." Beth gave the flowers to Navezgane. "Here. 
Smell them, they're nice." 


Navezgane took the flowers, giving Shane a suspicious 
glance before bringing the flowers to his 


face. When he reappeared with a yellow nose, everybody 
laughed, especially when Navezgane's 


eyes crossed, trying to see his nose. 
“That was not amusing," he finally said. 
"| thought so," Shane said. 


"So did we," Anna said. She hugged a startled Navezgane, 
Beth not far behind. "You're our friend now, too." 


Julia clapped her hands, taking everyone's attention away 
from Navezgane's discomfort. "All 


right, people. Time to change from these wet clothes. We 
need to take advantage of the light and 


put this river behind us. Hurry up." 


Everyone rushed to comply, Shane and Navezgane included. 
Shane changed clothes behind some 


tall bushes, trading kisses with Navezgane in between. 
"I'm really, really happy to see you again," Shane said. 


Navezgane smiled. "So am I. | was beginning to believe that 
our paths would never again cross." 
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"How long has it been since | disappeared?" 
Navezgane frowned. "Three weeks. Why?" 


"Time went by differently in this world and mine. Those days 
| first spent with you, it was only 


one night in my time. And for me, the time away was one 
month. The mirror only worked during 


a full moon, so | had to wait to come back." 


Navezgane's fingers caught his hair almost painfully, and 
Shane was kissed hard. "And now you 


are staying for good," Navezgane nearly snarled. "You will 
not leave again." 


"Never," Shane vowed, touching Navezgane's hand and 
gentling his hold. "I'm here to stay." 


Seeing from between the foliage that the Petersens were 
ready to go, he gave his lover one last 


kiss. "Come on. We'll sneak away tonight for some nookie." 


Navezgane tilted his head, puzzled. "Nookie? | am not 
familiar with that word." 


Shane grinned. "Sex." 


That brought a smile to Navezgane's lips. "I will look forward 
to it." 


They mounted Odin and Valor and joined the others. Their 
Small wagon train was back on the 


road. 


KKK 


Shane woke up to the feeling of a warm body draped over 
him and smiled. He and Navezgane 


had escaped camp soon after everybody had gone to bed, 
taking some blankets with them and 


making a little nest behind some large rocks. They were 
surrounded by lush shrubbery, safe and 


protected from the outside world. 
"You are awake," Navezgane murmured. 
"Yeah." 


Shane cupped Navezgane's face, and their mouths met ina 
Slow, lingering kiss that had them 


both panting for breath. He ran his hands down Navezgane's 
back, enjoying the way the muscles 


rippled at his touch. His fingers brushed over hips and 
thighs, teasing his lover, while their 


bodies slid together sensually. 


They rolled around in the blankets, letting the passion grow, 
the fire simmer, until it was time for 


more. Hands skimmed over hot skin, lips kissed with 
increasing need, teeth scraped lightly. 


Finally, Shane rolled Navezgane on his back in one swift 
move, pinning him down on the soft 


blankets with a grin. 
"You're mine now." 
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Navezgane growled deep in his throat, reaching up, 
capturing Shane's mouth and nipping on 


Shane's lower lip, bathing it until Shane groaned helplessly. 
Shane pulled back from the kiss, 


moving to Navezgane's neck, sucking on the tender skin 
until it left a mark. He felt his lover 


reaching down to grasp his buttocks, kneading them 
greedily, and he thrust his body against 


Navezgane's, hips moving downward with a moan. 


Shane slid his body against his lover's, trembling with 
arouSal, hissing as Navezgane thrust back. 


The pace began to turn frantic, the need to touch 
unbearable. Their hands, lips, and tongues 


worked together to create the maximum pleasure, lapping, 
sucking, nibbling, until they were 


both whimpering continuously. 


Bodies rubbing together with wild passion, lips locked in an 
all-consuming kiss, they drove each 


other over the edge. They came together, bodies 
shuddering as the shattering release sapped all 


of their remaining strength. 


Shane ran his fingers over Navezgane's chest. "God, I've 
missed this," he sighed contentedly. 


"We should get back. | do not feel good leaving the wagons 
unwatched." 


"Yeah, neither do I." Shane cleaned himself and Navezgane 
with a cloth he had brought along 


and gave Navezgane a hard kiss. "We'll do this again soon." 


They packed up quickly and returned to the camp. In spite 
of their protests, Laurie had moved in 


with Jim and Anna, leaving the third wagon to Shane and 
Navezgane. Seeing that everything was 


fine, they strolled the grounds one last time and went to 
Sleep. 


KKK 


The next day was dry and sunny, and they made good time. 
There was no sight of Tyler and his 


goons, and when they finally stopped for the night, 
everyone was in high spirits. 


Dinner was a lively affair. Julia made rabbit stew, with many 
thanks to Navezgane, who caught 


the animals. Everyone sat in a circle around a fire to ward 
off the chill of the night, eating and 


drinking, talking and laughing. 


Coffee followed the meal. Shane wrapped his hands around 
a cup of hot coffee, trying to 


remember the last time he had had such a good time. He 
turned to Navezgane. 


“How about telling us a story?" he asked. 
Beth and Anna nearly vibrated with excitement. 
"Oh, yes, please, "Anna begged. "Please, Naz." 


Navezgane nodded. "! will tell you a story told to me by one 
of our elders, Baya. He had 
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wandering feet, traveled very, very far, and met many 
different tribes. This is a story from a tribe 


living in the south, passed from generation to generation 
until no one remembered who first told 


it." 
"Tell us," Beth said softly, eyes shining. 


"This happened a long, long time ago, when the planet was 
completely flat, without a hill, valley, 


or mountain in sight. There were no seas or oceans, just a 
few small lakes or rivers to allow 


people to have enough water to drink and allow trees and 
plants to grow. A being called Monan, 


who took care of them and saw to their needs, had created 
this world and all the people in it. He 


treated humans like spoiled children, letting them do as 
they wanted as long as they respected 


him as their creator and the earth he had made for them." 


"Wow," Anna said, and Navezgane and Shane shared a 
rueful smile. 


"In the beginning, everything was fine. Every day was to 
rest and have fun. But as time went on, 


the people started to be ungrateful. 'Why do we need 
Monan?' one of them asked. 'I wish he 


would leave us alone.' 'We have everything we need,’ said 
another. They began to speak very 


badly of their Maker, criticizing the world he had made for 
them. Even worse, some began 


speaking of the earth as if the planet had appeared by 
chance, forgetting Monan completely." 


"What happened?" Beth whispered. 


"At first, Monan decided to ignore them. Sooner or later, his 
humans would see reason and be 


grateful to him once more. When he found out he was 
wrong, he simply turned his back on the 


earth and its inhabitants. But the humans got worse and 
worse. So he decided to put a stop to the 


whole situation. He sent a terrible fire from the sky. This fire, 
called Tata, was so hot and violent 


that it destroyed everything alive, making the earth wrinkle 
and crease, forming what are known 


today as hills, valleys, and mountains." 


"Wow," Anna said again, face alight with childish glee, while 
her father watched her with a 


warm smile. 


"Tata would have destroyed all mankind if Monan had not 
saved one person before sending the 


fire. It was too painful for him to destroy all his creations, so 
he saved a man called Irin-Mage. 


lrin-Mage looked down at the earth and saw the flames 
getting higher and higher into the sky. 


‘You want the flames to destroy the sky and stars?' he asked 
Monan. 'If you do not stop them, the 


fire will reach up here and devour your home as well.' So 
Monan made the rain fall from the sky. 


Such abundant rain had never been seen before and was 
never to be seen again. The rain 


cascaded down to the earth and extinguished Tata, creating 
the seas and oceans we can see today. 


The water mixed with the ashes, and the seas and oceans 
became salty. The rivers, lakes and 


streams are salt free because they had been made before." 


"What happened to Irin-Mage?" Beth asked, fidgeting in her 
seat. "Did he stay with Monan in the sky?" 
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"No. Monan decided to put him back on earth. The new 
earth, with its valleys, mountains, and 


salty oceans. But Irin-Mage was not too happy. 'I thank you, 
my Lord, for saving my life. But | 


will be so lonely. | will have no one to share my loneliness 
with,' he said, sadly. 'You are a good 


man,’ Monan replied. 'It makes me happy | chose you to live. 
| will get you a wife with whom 


you will be able to share this new world. Have many 
children, Irin-Mage. For it will be from you 


that all the people will come.' That said, Monan placed Irin- 
Mage and his new wife back on 


earth." 
"What happened to them?" Beth asked. 


“Time went on, and Irin-Mage and his wife had many, many 
children. But none were as 


powerful as Maira-Monan, named in homage to the creator 
who had given mankind a second 


chance. Maira-Monan was a powerful wizard and knew all 
the secrets of nature. He liked to live 


away from everyone, but shared many of his secrets, 
making life on earth much easier. He gave 


people the secret of fire and taught them how to farm their 
lands. When Monan had first placed 


his parents back on the earth, he had given them many 
different kinds of plants and trees. But the 


animals were all the same. Maira-Monan changed them into 
the different species we know today, 


filling the air, earth, and water with many wonderful 
creatures. But not everything was perfect, 


because many feared him." 
Anna frowned. "Why?" 


"Well, they were afraid that Maira-Monan might turn his 
attention on them. 'I do not mind that 


he made all those different animals,’ one said. 'But what if 
he decides we should have a different 


form?' 'Or other color or size?' said another. 'Or thinks we 
should live in the ocean like fish? 


What can we do to stop him? He is too powerful,’ a woman 
said. They talked and finally came up 


with a plan. They called Maira-Monan to a nearby village 
and told him they wanted him to show 


them the powers they had heard so much about. 'All right,’ 
Maira-Monan said, not knowing it 


was a trap. 'What do you want me to do?’ ‘Just that you walk 
across three bonfires,’ the village 


chief replied." 


"Did he do it?" Anna asked. She leaned against her father, 
the events of the day beginning to take their toll. 


"Yes. The first fire was easy. He just walked barefoot through 
the live coals like it was nothing, 


with not a singe on him. Then he was led to the second fire, 
which had a spell Maira-Monan did 


not know about. As soon as he reached the middle of the 
flames, he swayed and fell to his knees 


under the gazes of those who had betrayed him. The flames 
wrapped around him, and he 


suddenly disappeared in an explosion of blinding light. His 
disappearance was followed by a 


noise so loud it reached the skies." 


"Ooh," Beth murmured, her wide eyes looking at Navezgane 
expectantly. 


“Those who had deceived Maira-Monan ran away in panic, 
terrified of what they had done. They 


closed their eyes to the light and covered their ears to the 
noise. Up above, the explosion reached 


a spirit called Tupan, who caught the beam of blinding light 
and transformed it into flashes of 
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lightning. As for the loud noise, he turned it into thunder. 
From that day on, Tupan became the 


spirit of thunder and lightning. And each time there is a 
storm with both, it is in memory of 


Maira-Monan," Navezgane finished. 


Beth scowled. "Wait a minute. What about the men who 
trapped Maira-Monan in the fire?" 


"Yeah," Anna chipped in. "And what happened to Maira- 
Monan? He's a wizard, so he made it, right?" 


Shane restrained a smile at the flash of panic in 
Navezgane's eyes. The tale had obviously ended, 


but it was definitely not enough for the two little girls. 


"Um..." Navezgane cleared his throat. "The people who 
betrayed Maira-Monan were punished 


by their creator, Monan. A punishment so cruel and 
frightening, that to this day no one speaks of 


it." 
"Smooth," Shane teased under his breath. 
"And Maira-Monan?" Anna insisted. 


"He is said to be living in the skies, sitting next to Monan, 
and watching over the creatures he 


had helped create." 
"That was a wonderful story," Julia said. "Thank you, Naz." 
Navezgane bowed his head curtly. "It was my pleasure." 


"Did Baya ever tell you which tribe this legend belonged 
to?" Shane asked. 


"He said it was from a tribe called Tupinamba, but I never 
heard that name anywhere else." 


After that it was time for bed. Not wanting to be away from 
the wagons every night, no matter 


how much their bodies ached for it, Shane and Navezgane 
spooned together and soon were 


Sleeping. 


KKK 


The following morning, Navezgane was antsy, and, by 
association, so was Shane. They left the 


wagon driving to the Petersens, choosing to ride Odin and 
Valor instead and patrol their 


Surroundings. They would stay together for a while, then 
split up to look out ahead or check the 


trail for anyone hunting them. 


They were back with the wagons, slowly going up a hill, 
when Shane saw a rider on the top. He 


barely had time to register the stranger, and Navezgane 
was already racing up the slope. 


"Dynamite!" Navezgane yelled abruptly. 
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Something flew through the air in an arc, hitting the ground 
with a deafening bang, sending dirt 


and rock everywhere. To their credit, the Petersen siblings 
had reacted immediately to 


Navezgane's shout, speeding the horses and changing 
directions, avoiding the blast. 


Shane kicked Valor into a gallop, chasing after the bandit 
and Navezgane, cursing at how far 


behind he was. He saw the man turn slightly and throw 
another stick of dynamite at them. 


Shane's heart just about stopped beating when he saw it 
explode just as Navezgane was riding 


past. Odin fell on his side with a terrified whine, taking 
Navezgane with him. 


"Navezgane!" Shane cried out. 


He pushed Valor harder, wanting to reach his lover, when he 
unexpectedly saw Odin stand up 


with Navezgane still mounted, both rider and horse 
apparently all right. Navezgane shook 


himself, and, seconds later, they were back to chasing after 
the man. 


Shane tightened his lips against the sob wanting to get out. 
"Son of a bitch," he muttered, not sure if he was referring to 
the madman with the dynamite or Navezgane. 


All three made it to the top of the hill, and Shane saw the 
outlaw reach for another stick. Before 


he could think of what he was doing, he drew his gun, firing 
at the man. The dynamite fell 


harmlessly to the ground, while the man cried out and 
crumpled from his mount. 


When Shane brought Valor to a halt, Navezgane had already 
dismounted and was looking down 


at the body. "He is dead." 


Shane approached on rubbery legs, bile rising at the back of 
his throat. "Oh, God," he moaned. "I killed him." 


He knew he had probably already shot someone during 
Tyler's first ambush, back when Shane 


had found himself inside the wagon. But as awful as it 
sounded, not being certain had helped him 


keep going. This time he knew he had gunned down this 
man. 


"He was evil," Navezgane said. "He was with Tyler when he 
attacked us outside of Holbrook." 


Shane swallowed thickly. "I know that. But I... | took a 
human life, Navezgane." 


He knew he had been willing to kill Pitt before, even if he 
hadn't been able to go through with it. 


With Pitt, there had been a part of Shane who hated him, 
hated what he had done. There was a 


justification of sorts for his death. With this guy... Shane 
knew the man had been trying to kill 


them, and using the dynamite, but somehow it felt different. 
He wasn't sure he could explain it 


logically, even to himself. 


Navezgane took him gently by the shoulders. "Then do not 
look at him any longer. | will hide his 


body, so that the children also do not see him." 
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Shane rested his forehead against Navezgane's for a 
moment. "I'm sorry. | must sound weak to 


you." 


Navezgane cupped his chin, making him look up. "Because 
you do not enjoy killing? That would 


be foolish. | follow the teachings of my people, our laws, and 
yes, as horrifying as it may seem to 


your kind, killing comes easy to me. The way we view death 
is different from the white man. 


Equally, you follow your ways and your beliefs, and as such, 
the thought of taking a life is 


painful to you. It does not make you weak, or a coward, or 
less of a man." He shrugged. 


"Different worlds." 


Shane looked into those dark, intense eyes. "I love you," he 
found himself blurting. 


Navezgane smiled, knuckles brushing over Shane's cheek. 
"As | do you, my pale face." 


"Just so you know, | could kill you for that stunt you pulled 
back there," Shane said, hitting Navezgane on his arm and 
none too gently. "I thought you were dead, you moron." He 
sighed, 


feeling the weight of the world on his shoulders. "Could you 
at least try to be more careful in the future? There's two of 
us now." 


"| promise," Navezgane said solemnly. "The others must be 
getting worried. Take the horse back with you; we need to 

go through the saddlebags, see if there is anything we can 
use. | will take 


care of the body." 


Shane nodded, still feeling a little numb. "All right. Thanks, 
Naz." 


He reached for the fallen stick of dynamite, putting it back 
in the man's saddlebags. He took the 


other horse's reins and mounted Valor. He slowly made it 
back down the incline, where the three 


wagons were stopped. 
"What happened?" Laurie asked when he dismounted. 


“The man's dead," Shane said, somewhat listlessly. "I 
brought his horse. We can keep the 


dynamite. It might come in handy. And maybe we'll find 
something in his belongings we can use 


against Tyler. It's time we started fighting fire with fire. You 
should keep the horse, maybe sell 


it." 
"First time you shot someone?" Jim asked sympathetically. 


"Think so. There was that shootout with Tyler's men after 
you found me, not sure I hit anyone 


then. | guess, this time, I'm sure." Shane smiled faintly. 
"That obvious?" 


"A little," Simon said. "You did what you had to do, son. 
We're grateful to you and Naz. If you hadn't been here..." 


"We can keep going," Shane said, warmed by their words 
and support. "Navezgane's taking care of everything," he 
added, looking meaningfully at the two little girls. 
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Julia took one of his hands in both of hers. "Thank you. | 
know this isn't easy for you. But for us, you and Naz have 
been a godsend." 


The smile Shane gave her was more genuine. "I'm glad. 
You're a nice family, and you don't 


deserve what's been happening. Naz and | will do our best 
to see that you get to your land 


Safely." 


Simon patted him on the shoulder. "I never doubted that. 
Come on, let's keep moving." 


A few minutes later, the wagons were back on the trail, 
Shane and Navezgane keeping a tight 


watch on their charges. Navezgane didn't mention the dead 
man again, but he never strayed far 


from Shane, his silent presence a comfort in itself. 


KKK 


That afternoon, they were again making good time when 
they saw a rider in the distance, waving 


a white flag. They kept moving until they were close enough 
to recognize the man and then 


brought the wagons to a halt. 
"That's Tyler," Simon said, incredulously. 


"What do you want us to do?" Shane asked. "He's waving a 
white flag, but considering 


everything he's been doing, | wouldn't trust him." 


"Let's hear what he's got to say. But keep alert. He's a 
sneaky bastard," Simon said, gesturing for Tyler to 
approach. 


Tyler rode slowly up to them, not bothering to hide his 
Surprise when he saw Shane and 


Navezgane. "Well, I'll be," he hooted. "If it ain't my favorite 
Injun and his faithful dog. Heard you two were dead." 


"The report of our deaths was an exaggeration," Shane 
grinned, ignoring the slur, always having wanted to quote 
Mark Twain. 


Tyler scoffed. "So | see." 
"Something we can do for you?" Jim asked. 
"I came to... negotiate," Tyler drawled, shifting in his saddle. 


"Negotiate?" Laurie repeated, in amazement. "You've got 
some nerve, mister. You better leave before we shoot you." 


Tyler grinned. "Now, now, calm down, pretty lady. | really 
think you should listen to my terms." 
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"Give me the deed and the gold, and l'Il let you live," Tyler 
Said graciously. 


"That's all?" Shane quipped. "You're one of a kind, Tyler. Why 
don't you get out of here while you can?" 


"You'll be sorry for this," Tyler said, voice hard. "Nobody 
stands in my way and lives to tell about it." 


"Really?" Shane jeered. "I hear that you had about fifteen 
men with you. What are you down to now? Six? You've 
bitten off more than you can chew on this one, Tyler. Why 
don't you just give 


up? Admit that you've met your match and move on." 


"| don't think so," Tyler snarled. "I'll get the deed and the 
gold, even if | have to kill every single one of you." He 
turned his horse in a circle. "I'll be seeing ya." 


Everyone remained silent as they watched him ride away 
like the devil was after him. Simon 


eventually turned to Shane, blue eyes shining with mirth. 
"You sure got a way about you, Shane." 


"He calls it taunting the enemy," Navezgane said haltingly. 
"He did the same thing the day we met Tyler." 


"Made a lasting impression, too," Laurie said with a laugh. 


"Well, we were already at war, and now it's official," Jim 
said. "We better stand watch during the night from now on. | 


think Tyler is going to up the ante." 


KKK 


Shane was certain that the next two days were the quiet 
before the storm. They didn't see hide 


nor hair of Tyler and his men, but Shane could almost sense 
their presences nearby, watching 


and waiting, plotting their next move. 


In the meantime, the weather held, and they continued to 
eat away the miles that would take 


them to the Petersens’ land. Navezgane was teaching him 
to track and hunt game, to drive the 


wagon, even to mix some smelly herbs to make medicine. 


Afraid to leave the wagons at Tyler's mercy, they settled for 
a few kisses or hand jobs during the 


day, behind bushes, rocks, or whatever they could find that 
would cover them from view. It was 


both frustrating and exciting, and Shane couldn't deny he 
was enjoying himself. 


But Tyler was like a dark, ominous cloud hanging over their 
heads, and no one forgot him. As 


much fun as they were having, there was also a feeling of 
impending doom, that nothing good 
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lasted forever. They were on a collision course with trouble, 
and there was no way to stop it. 
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Chapter Eight 


Their good fortune vanished the next afternoon. Shane was 
driving one of the wagons, while 


Laurie and Navezgane had gone out to do some hunting. 
Not really used to driving the wagon, 


Shane's body felt sore and tense. It was a good thing that 
Simon had given him a pair of leather 


gloves, or his hands would have been a mess from clutching 
the reins. 


“Ravine ahead," he heard Simon shout. "It's dry, but deep. 
Just take it slow and steady and everything will be fine." 


When he reached the ravine, Shane could feel his heart 
beginning to speed up with anxiety. He 


exhaled softly, trying to calm himself, relieved when he saw 
Navezgane and Laurie back from 


hunting. Somehow, he felt better knowing that his lover was 
close by. 


Gulping loudly, Shane settled his attention back on the task 
at hand. Driving the wagon to the lip 


of the ravine, he slapped the reins to urge the team into 
taking that first descending move. He 


was halfway down when he felt the wagon begin to slip on 
the soft earth. 


"Oh, shit," he whispered in terror. He began to pull on the 
brake, but it wasn't working, so he pulled the reins instead. 
The horses were unable to stop their sliding. In fact, they 
seemed to be 


speeding up. "Naz, | need some help here!" 


Hearing his frantic call, Navezgane rode Odin down the 
ravine until the horse was side by side 


with the wagon. "Hold on, Shane." 


Shane watched disbelievingly as Navezgane swung one leg 
over his mount and leapt onto the 


wagon, landing on the seat beside Shane. "Pull the reins 
slowly. Come on, you can do it." 


Shane's whole back and arms were aching with the effort to 
hold the reins, but he did as the other 


man told him. "It's not working," he panted, seeing how 
fidgety the horses were. 


"Here, give me the reins." Navezgane put one arm around 
Shane, covering both his hands. Both 


their strengths worked, and the horses began to settle 
down, allowing them to reach the bottom of 


the ravine without any further problem. 


Shane allowed himself a moment to lean back against his 
lover. "Thanks," he murmured. 


"Maybe in the future | should leave the driving to you or the 
others," he finished with a laugh. 


"You did fine for your first time," Laurie said, appearing from 
the side of the wagon. When she saw them together, she 
grinned. "I knew it. You two are together." 


"You knew?" Shane asked, not really surprised. She was a 
sharp woman, and even though he and 


Navezgane were trying to be discreet, he knew they weren't 
always successful. 


"Please," she said with a grin. "That hug you gave 
Navezgane when he first showed up? | 
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"You are being very reasonable about this," Navezgane said, 
his voice betraying a certain 


tension. 


Shane realized he had never told Navezgane about Laurie 
and the schoolteacher. Not only had he 


forgotten, but also it wouldn't have been right. It wasn't his 
secret to share. 


Laurie made the decision to tell them herself. "I'm like you," 
she said unflappably. 


Shane reached forward and took her hand. "Remember what 
you told me, that if it was meant to 


be, I'd find Navezgane again?" When she nodded, he said, 
“There's someone out there waiting 


for you to find her." 


Her cheeks reddened a shade. "I hope so." She slapped 
Shane's knee. "Let's keep going. We've got a few hours of 
light left. You did good, Shane. You too, Naz." 


She got back to her horse and mounted in one swift move. 
At the wave of her hand, the wagons 


resumed their course. According to Simon's maps, they were 
about two weeks away from 


reaching their destination. Nothing was going to stop them 
now. 


KKK 


That night, Shane found himself naked and belly down on 
the pallet of what was now considered 


their wagon. Navezgane was massaging his sore muscles, 
and for once, the concoction he was 


using actually smelled nice. 


Shane closed his eyes with a sigh, loving the feel of his 
lover's hands on his back, the sensual 


sliding of fingers over skin and muscle. He was seconds 
away from turning into a pile of goo. 


"Turn over," Navezgane said. 


Shane complied, grinning when he saw the massage was 
having a deep effect on them both. He 


smiled up at Navezgane as his lover crawled on top of him, 
blanketing his body gently and 


Cupping his face between sure hands. He closed his eyes as 
Navezgane's mouth took over his. 


The kiss was light at first. Then passion took over, and 
Shane moaned softly, opening up to 


Navezgane, and the kiss became surer, more demanding. 
"The others will hear," Shane gasped when they parted. 
"Let them," Navezgane growled softly. 

"God, that growl drives me nuts," Shane said. 


He felt Navezgane's mouth drop to his neck, leaving a trail 
of light kisses behind, nipping at the 


flesh there with his teeth until Shane was sure it would 
leave a mark, then lapping at the love bite 


Man in the Mirror - 94 


gently to soothe the hurt. His lover's hands mapped his 
body expertly, fingers trailing over his 


flanks, chest, and pecs, stopping only when they reached 
his smooth abdomen. His nipples were 


suckled, then nibbled and licked until they were sensitive to 
the lightest of touches. 


Shane moaned his appreciation as a finger trailed down his 
hard cock, touching him playfully for 


a brief moment. Craving more, Shane pushed up against 
Navezgane, hips thrusting, sighing as 


Navezgane ground his body against Shane. Shane carded 
his fingers through his lover's long hair 


as their bodies slid together, arching against the weight 
holding him down. 


He moaned a protest as Navezgane stopped moving, then 
whimpered as his lover began to track 


his whole body feverishly, stroking, nibbling, and nuzzling 
every patch of the wild territory set 


out for him, all the while working his way to the hard shaft 
begging for his touch. 


Shane couldn't help groaning as Navezgane's tongue darted 
out and licked the head of his cock, 


swallowing the throbbing erection. Helpless to stop himself, 
Shane began to thrust in and out, 


fucking Navezgane's mouth, moving deeper and faster as 
his control vanished. Shane buried his 


fingers roughly in his partner's hair, hands following the 
Slow up-and-down motion of 


Navezgane's head, while his lover's hands traveled up 
Shane's muscled calves and thighs, 


kneading his buttocks possessively. 
"Inside me," Shane demanded hoarsely. 


He saw Navezgane reach for the pot of the herbal 
concoction, and Shane turned on his side, 


drawing his knees up sensually, shifting a little at 
Navezgane's prompting. He felt Navezgane 


kiss his back, his shoulders, each vertebra, paying homage 
to his body. 


A coated finger brushed against Shane's opening, sliding 
Slowly into him and making him moan. 


A second digit joined in with the first, then a third, arousing 
him to the point of madness. The 


fingers left him for an unbearable moment, and then he felt 
Navezgane move into position 


behind him, the head of Navezgane's cock ghosting over 
Shane's opening. 


Wanting desperately to feel Navezgane inside him, Shane 
pushed back, trying to impale himself 


on his lover's cock. But Navezgane restrained him and slid 
Slowly forward, taunting him. It felt 


like forever before Shane had taken all of his lover inside. 


"Move," Shane begged softly, Navezgane nuzzling his neck 
in acknowledgement. 


A hand gripped his hip as Navezgane finally began to thrust. 
Deep, long thrusts into Shane's 


body. He was moaning softly with every stroke, pushing 
back, nearly coming when he felt 


Navezgane grip his cock with a coated hand. 


“Harder, faster," Shane pleaded, hands clutching weakly at 
the blanket. He whimpered as 


Navezgane obeyed, increasing the speed of his thrusts, 
pumping into Shane until they were both 


on the brink. "Yes... Yes..." 


Orgasm took hold of him then, and biting his arm to keep 
from crying out, he spilled his seed 
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into Navezgane's hand. His inner muscles contracting 
around Navezgane's cock brought his lover 


over the edge as well. He felt Navezgane thrust into him 
one last time, coming deep inside his 


body, biting Shane's neck hard, making him feel thoroughly 
possessed. 


Navezgane collapsed against Shane, panting hard as he 
nuzzled Shane's neck. Eventually, 


Navezgane's cock slipped out of his body, and Shane turned 
on his back. Navezgane gathered 


Shane in his arms, and Shane rested his head on 
Navezgane's chest, humming contentedly. They 


remained silent for a long moment, enjoying the usual 
laziness that came after mind-blowing sex. 


"Well, | think we managed to keep pretty quiet," Shane said, 
feeling Navezgane's body shake 


with laughter. 


"Do not worry, Golinka," Navezgane said. "The wagon is far 
enough from the others. You worry too much." 


Shane glared at his lover. "You know, | really need to come 
up with a new nickname for you. | 


mean, skunk, pale face? I'm really feeling the love here." 
Navezgane kissed him hard. "Be silent and go to sleep." 


Feeling mildly annoyed at the command, but aware of his 
body's need for rest, Shane complied. 


He smiled as his lover ran a damp cloth over his body, 
washing away the traces of their coupling 


before spooning behind him. Shane was asleep a moment 
later. 


KKK 


Two nights later, they suffered another attack. Shane was 
sitting by the fire, taking his turn to 


watch over the camp. He was enjoying the stillness of night, 
drinking a cup of coffee, when he 


heard a familiar buzzing sound. He stood up just in time to 
see the first fire arrow pierce through 


the canvas of the wagon where Navezgane was sleeping. 


Another arrow landed near Shane, a third hit Simon's 
wagon, and a fourth the grass a few feet 


away, and suddenly the camp seemed brighter. Seeing 
Navezgane and the Petersens jump out of 


the wagons unscathed, Shane went after their prey, tracing 
back the path the arrows had taken. 


He walked carefully through the woods, wishing there was 
still a full moon to guide him. 


Hearing a noise to the left, he drew his gun, but before he 
could take another step, someone 


threw himself at Shane, knocking him to the ground, and 
made him lose his grip on the Colt. 


Whoever the man was, he was a giant. Shane managed to 
punch him in the stomach, trying to 


Slip from his attacker's grasp. The man merely grunted, 
continuing to pin Shane down. Shane 


began to struggle in earnest, kneeing the bad guy in the 
groin, almost throwing him off. 


He tried to get out from under the man by turning on his 
stomach and crawling away, but it was a 


mistake. The outlaw pounced on Shane with an angry growl, 
throwing all his weight down on 


Shane and knocking the breath out of him. 
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Not giving Shane the chance to react, he grabbed both of 
Shane's wrists and tied them down 


securely with his own belt. He turned Shane around to face 
him and straddled his hips. 


"You're going to pay for this," Shane snapped, bucking his 
body wildly in an attempt to throw 


the man off of him. 


The man laughed. "You're the Injun lover. Tyler's goin’ to be 
really happy to see ya." 


But Navezgane was suddenly there, appearing out of 
nowhere, knocking the man off of Shane 


and onto the cold ground. Shane squinted as he attempted 
to see what was going on through the 


darkness of the night, but all he could hear was grunting 
and cursing as both men absorbed each 


other's punches. 


Laurie was by his side the next minute, cutting through his 
belt and freeing him. "Are you all 


right?" she asked. 


"I'm fine," Shane said, standing up with her assistance. "We 
better help Navezgane." 


They were running toward the fighting men when the bandit 
finally got the upper hand. He was 


on top of Navezgane, a huge rock in his hand, ready to bring 
it down on Navezgane's head. He 


never got a chance. Faster than the eye could blink, Laurie 
drew her gun and shot the man, who 


collapsed on Navezgane, the rock rolling away. 


For a moment, nobody moved, then Navezgane pushed the 
man away with a grimace of disgust 


and sat up. "Thank you," he told Laurie. He picked up 
something from the ground and handed it 


to Shane. "Your Colt," he said, dryly. 

Shane holstered the gun. "You okay?" 

"| am well," Navezgane assured him, getting up. 

“He's dead?" Shane asked for confirmation. 

Navezgane touched the man's neck. "Yes." 

Shane looked at Laurie. "You all right?" 

She smiled. "I'm fine. We better get back to the camp." 


"The wagons?" Navezgane asked, as they made their way 
back. 


"The fire destroyed the canvas in your wagon, Simon's is 
just smudged. Other than that, we were 


lucky. We'll survive." 
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The question was how long would they be able to keep 
surviving Tyler's attacks? Sooner or later, 


something was going to give. 


KKK 


Tyler left them alone for three days. By the fourth day, the 
atmosphere was heavy with tension, 


and everyone twitched at the barest of sounds. 


Shane was hunting with Jim, while Navezgane slept after 
keeping watch during most of the 


night. They were crouched down, looking at some deer 
tracks on the ground, when they heard 


the sound of galloping horses. 


They drew their weapons just as Tyler and his men came 
down on them. Both Shane and Jim 


began to return fire, doing their best to hide behind the thin 
trees and bushes surrounding them, 


the only real cover they had. 


Shane shot one of the men, Jim finished off another, but 
there was still Tyler and three of his 


bandits. One of them fired just as Jim rose from his position 
to take a shot at Tyler. Jim groaned, 


crumpling to the ground. 
"Jim!" Shane called out, anger and fear coloring his voice. 


Unable to stop firing, Shane didn't dare go to his friend. But 
Tyler appeared pleased with his 


day's work. Tyler's mount stood on his hind legs, as Tyler 
laughed aloud. 


"One down," he shouted with glee. "I'll be back tomorrow, 
boy. Bury your dead." 


When the horsemen vanished, Shane raced to Jim. He knelt 
down beside the fallen man, 


checking for signs of life, closing his eyes in a silent prayer 
when he felt a fast, but steady pulse. 


He quickly realized the bullet injury was in the shoulder, a 
through and through. It didn't seem 


particularly serious, but it was bleeding profusely. 


Shane removed his shirt, wrapping it tightly around Jim's 
shoulder so that it covered both the 


entry and exit wounds, trying to staunch the loss of blood. 
There was nothing more he could do. 


The camp wasn't that far away; they had to have heard the 
shots. 


Not two minutes later, Simon and Navezgane showed up, 
armed to the teeth and looking grim. 


No doubt they were expecting the worst, having heard the 
shots. 


"Here," Shane shouted, getting their attention. 


"What happened?" Simon asked, as he knelt by his brother's 
side. 


"Tyler and his men attacked us," Shane said angrily. "We got 
two of them, but they were just too many. I'm sorry, Simon." 
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Simon shook his head. "Not your fault." He looked at 
Navezgane. "Can you help?" 


Navezgane examined Jim carefully. "Yes. | have some herbs 
that will help with infection. They 


also speed healing. And I can make a drink that will help 
with the blood loss." 


Simon picked his brother up gently. "Let's go." 


They got back to the camp, Navezgane spending a good 
part of an hour patching Jim up while 


the others waited, worrying. When he left the wagon with a 
smile, everyone relaxed, 


understanding that Jim was out of danger. 

"He is going to be fine," Navezgane said. 

"Can | see him?" a tearful Anna asked. 

"Yes. He is awake." 

"Can | go, too?" Beth asked, biting her lip nervously. 


Navezgane nodded. "Yes. But keep quiet and do not tire 
him." 


While the girls went to see with their own eyes that Jim was 
going to be okay, the others sat 


around the fire Simon had built so that Navezgane could 
cook his herbs. 


"We've got to do something," Julia said through gritted 
teeth. "We can't keep going like this." 


"No, we cannot," Navezgane agreed. 


Shane looked at him, and as their eyes met, Shane knew 
what they had to do. It was time for the 


hunter to become the prey. If they continued to let Tyler 
have the upper hand, they might end up 


losing everything, including their lives. 
"What do you have in mind?" he asked. 


"I can track them back to their camp," Navezgane said. "It is 
time we settled this once and for all." 


"I'm going with you," Laurie said. 
"Laurie!" Simon protested. 


She scowled at her brother. "What? You know I can ride and 
shoot better than most men. They'll 


need the help." She turned to Shane. "How many men?" 


"If Tyler brought all of his men along with him this time, 
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bad odds," he said to Simon. "Laurie's right. We could use 
the extra gun." 


Simon groaned, running a hand over his face. "Fine. Just get 
your sorry asses back to us in one 


piece. All of you," he added for Shane and Navezgane. 
"We'll do our best," Shane said. 


"And no taunting the enemy." Julia grinned. 


Shane lifted his hands in a feigned placating manner. "Hey, 
now. That's asking too much." 


Navezgane cuffed him on the head. "Behave, pale face." 
"Ow, that hurt." Shane rubbed his sore head. 


Navezgane snorted. "Thick skull." He looked at Laurie. "You 
should get ready." 


She stood up with a tight nod, disappearing inside one of 
the wagons. She returned shortly, 


wearing denim pants and a shirt, her long hair tied back 
with a leather strap. Most importantly, 


she had on a holster with two revolvers. 
"Nice," Shane hummed. 


“Two Remington Army revolvers, last year's model," Laurie 
said proudly. "They're my babies." 


Shane shook his head, blinking when Navezgane 
materialized in front of him with a shirt. "I will 


not have you going around the territory half-naked," 
Navezgane said, low enough that only 


Shane could hear, fire in his eyes. 


Shane accepted the shirt, donning it quickly. "I'd forgotten," 
he admitted sheepishly. He looked around. "We ready to 
go?" 


Both Laurie and Navezgane nodded. They said their 
farewells to the others, mounted their 


horses, and took off, Navezgane keeping a close eye on the 
fresh tracks on the ground. They 


were heading for the final showdown. 


KKK 


They had been riding for a few hours when Navezgane 
spotted smoke rising up to the sky, 


probably from a nearby campfire. 
"You think it's them?" Shane asked. 


"If it's them, they're idiots. Lighting a fire like that, even in 
broad daylight, for everyone to see, it's stupid," Laurie said. 
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"In spite of the losses they've suffered, they still don't 
believe we'd come after them," Shane said. 


"Besides, they aren't exactly the sharpest crayons in the 
box." Seeing the puzzled expression of his companions, 
Shane chuckled. "I meant they aren't exactly the smartest 
criminals I've ever 


seen. Greedy, yes. Bloodthirsty, definitely. Smart, no." His 
gaze followed the dark smoke from 


the fire until it vanished in the atmosphere. "They probably 
lit the fire to make some food or 


coffee. We'd better check it out." 


"We should leave the horses here," Navezgane said. 


They found a secluded haven among some high rocks and 
tied their horses to a tree. As they 


stealthily neared the campsite, they could hear men talking 
and laughing. They used the dense 


vegetation as cover, making sure they weren't spotted, 
getting close enough to understand what 


was being said. 


"I'm tellin’ you, this will work," one of the men was saying, 
apparently trying to convince the others of something he 
found important enough to be upset about. 


“Come on, Jones. We do this and Tyler will kill us," another 
said, sounding annoyed. 


Laurie gestured to the bandits' horses, and Shane stifled a 
curse. Only three horses were there. 


And those men were talking about Tyler like he wasn't 
present. 


"Look, Jones is right, this has lasted long enough," a third 
man said, spitting into the fire. "I like money as much as the 
next man, but we're getting slaughtered by that crazy 
family, that loco 


Injun, and his blowhard pal. | say we tell Tyler to go to hell 
and leave while we still can." 


"You're shooting your mouth off. You tell him that and he'll 
clean your plow." 


"Which is why | said we should leave now, while he's not 
here," Jones said. 


"He's mad enough to come after us," one of the bandits 
said. 


"Nah. He's too set on gettin' that deed and the money. He 
won't throw in the towel until we're all 


dead, and | like breathin' just fine. What do you say?" 
"| guess." The other man still hesitated. 


"I'm not letting these bastards get away," Laurie whispered 
furiously. "They almost killed my brother. We've gotta do 
something." 


"Laurie, you head over that way," Navezgane whispered 
softly, gesturing to the left. "I will go right. Shane, stay here. 
Wait a few minutes for us to get in place. We will surprise 
them. | want 


one of them alive; we need to find out where Tyler is." 
"Got it," Laurie breathed, disappearing from view. 
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Shane squeezed Navezgane's wrist. "You be careful, you 
crazy Indian." 


Navezgane kissed him briefly. "And you keep your pale-face 
ass out of trouble." 


Shane stayed put, counting down the minutes. When he saw 
Laurie and Navezgane coming into 


the camp from the far side, he stepped out from the 
protective cover of the bushes. 


"Afternoon, boys." He smiled, his hand hovering near his 
holster. 


"What do you want?" One of the men stood up, a suspicious 
frown covering his suntanned face. 


Shane snorted. "Don't pretend you don't know who we are. 
You attacked the Petersens’ wagons 


repeatedly, nearly killed a friend of ours." 


Before Shane could utter another word, the man was 
reaching for his gun. Once again, Laurie 


was quicker, killing the man before his gun was even half 
out of its holster. 


"Big mistake," she said. 


"We just want to talk," Shane told the other men. "Tell us 
where Tyler is, behave, and we'll let you live. I'm sure 
there's a jail cell with your names on it somewhere nearby." 


It was no use. The two remaining men made for their guns, 
and a brief -- and deadly -- shootout 


ensued. Before long, there was a period of silence. 


"Damn it all," Laurie growled as she holstered her still- 
smoking guns. "I wish | could say | was sorry they're all 
dead." She stared at the bodies on the ground. "But I'm 
glad. Jim nearly died because of these bastards." 


"Tyler's still on the loose," Shane reminded her. "And he 
won't give up, especially after we dispatched his men." 


"So, what do we do? Wait for him to come back?" Laurie 
suggested. "He's bound to return here." 


"| do not like the idea of leaving the wagons unprotected for 
long," Navezgane said with a frown. 


"Simon and Julia are there," Laurie said. "They're both great 
shots. If Tyler faces them alone, he won't stand a chance." 


"But what if he went to recruit more men?" Shane asked. "I 
don't think we can risk it." 


She sighed, sounding disgruntled. "Fine. | guess you're right. 
| just really wanted to get this guy." 


Shane patted her on the shoulder. "We will, Laurie, we will." 
"What about them?" She motioned to the dead men. 

Man in the Mirror - 102 

"Leave them for Tyler to find," Navezgane said, face tight. 


"What about their horses?" Laurie asked. "We could take 
them with us. They're fine animals. If anybody asks, we can 
say we found them wandering around." She chuckled. "Just 
so we don't 


get called horse thieves." 


Shane gave her an amused look. "Too bad the horses aren't 
loose, we wouldn't even have to lie 


then." 


He watched bemused as Navezgane cut the horses' tethers. 
"They are loose now," Navezgane 


said with smirk. 


Shane rolled his eyes. "Savage," he called out with a grin, as 
he gathered the reins of one of the horses. 


"Pale face," Navezgane shot back, already leading the two 
other horses behind him. 


They made it back to where they had left their own horses 
and quickly mounted. A last look 


behind, and they were on their way back. 


KKK 


Surprisingly, they didn't find any trace of Tyler for the next 
week. Free to travel without any 


hassle, they finally arrived in Grand Junction, Colorado. The 
Petersens’ land was about two 


hours' ride from town. 


Reaching the outskirts of town, everyone could hear lively 
music. As they slowly rode into 


Grand Junction, Shane realized that they were in the midst 
of a full-blown party. Buildings were 


decorated with potted flowers, cactus plants, colored paper, 
and balloons. There were long tables 


everywhere, covered in loud tablecloths and piled with more 
food than Shane had ever seen in 


his life. 


Drink abounded in every corner. A band in full costume 
walked through the streets, singing and 


playing. Farther down, they could see a man playing a piano 
in front of a building, and even a 


fiddler or two roamed the streets. 


Children were laughing around pinatas or chasing each 
other, playing with firecrackers. Women 


wore their best dresses, men their Sunday suits. A brightly 
colored "Grand Junction's Second 


Anniversary" sign was tied to the two highest buildings. 


"Oh, Dad, can we stay for the party? Please?" Beth asked, 
sitting with Anna next to Simon, both of them trying to look 
at everything at once. 


Simon chuckled. "Why not? Lord knows we deserve to have 
some fun. Let's take the wagons 


into that alley." They took the wagons into a deserted alley, 
out of people's way. "Shane, 
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Navezgane, help me take the horses to the livery. Jim, find 
us a hotel or boarding house and rent 


us some rooms. We deserve a little spoiling." 
"Hey, what about us?" Laurie grinned, hands on her hips. 


"You two stay here and guard our stuff," Simon said. "I don't 
need to remind you how important it is that no one knows 
exactly what we're carrying. We already made that mistake 
once." 


She nodded. "Fine. Hurry up. We want to take our stuff up to 
the rooms and join the fun." 


Shane took three of the horses’ reins, including Valor's, and 
followed Simon and Navezgane into 


the middle of the crowd. Nobody spared them a second 
glance, not even at Navezgane, which 


helped Shane to relax. 


Grand Junction was a big city for the west, and from the 
looks of it, booming. Shane could see at 


least two hotels, a bank, and a bathhouse -- which he had 
every intention of visiting as soon as 


possible. There were also two saloons, several different 
stores, a newspaper, even a doctor's 


office. It seemed like the Petersens had chosen a good place 
to settle down. 


They left the horses under the capable attention of two 
stable boys and went back to the wagons. 


Jim was already there, smiling from ear to ear. 


"| got us rooms at the Rose Hotel," he said. "The owner, 
Rose Sparks, is something else. 


Gorgeous, too," he added. 


Laurie snorted, pulling him by the shirt. "Settle down. Help 
the others unload the wagons, will 


you?" 


Jim grinned. "Yes, sis." 


Armed with all of their belongings, they once again braved 
the merry horde, making it safely to 


the hotel. Their journey was almost over. 
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Chapter Nine 


Shane followed a scowling Navezgane through the streets of 
Grand Junction, grinning with glee. 


They arrived at the bathhouse, and he gestured for his lover 
to walk in before locking the door 


behind them. He knew that it would be empty. 


"| do not know how you convinced me to do this," 
Navezgane muttered. "I do not need a bath." 


"Cleanliness is next to godliness," Shane recited. 


If possible, Navezgane's scowl got deeper. "I do not believe 
in your god." 


Shane sighed. "Navezgane, spending some time alone here 
with you was Laurie's idea, a gift for 


our help. She paid the owner to leave us in peace. But if you 
don't want to..." 


Navezgane shrugged. "I did not say | did not want it, but... 
What if someone comes in?" 


"| locked the door. And Laurie said she would keep watch 
while we were here. Plus, everyone's 


out partying in the streets." He saw the two tubs already 
filled with steaming water. "And | 


really, really want a bath." 


Surrendering, Navezgane placed his saddlebags on a bench, 
quickly removed his clothes and 


stepped into the tub, water up to his neck. A purr escaped 
his lips as the warmth began to work 


its magic, and Shane laughed. 
"If you say you're not enjoying that, I'm calling you a liar." 
"It is quite good," Navezgane admitted. 


Shane stripped and practically dropped into the other tub. 
"Oh, man," he sighed. "This is the life. 


Now, if | could only get my hands on something sweet, I'd 
be a happy man." 


"Why sweet?" Navezgane asked curiously. "I thought all 
white men would die for alcohol." 


"| never could stand the smell of alcohol. | can have a beer 
with friends if | have to, but it's not something I'd miss. 
Sugar, yeah. | was really chubby when I was a kid. Was 
teased a lot by other 


kids." He grinned. "Not that it ever stopped me from eating 
every piece of candy in sight." 


"Do you miss it?" 
Shane turned to Navezgane. "Miss what?" 
"The life you left behind," Navezgane said. "I imagine the 


future held many wondrous things, things we do not have in 
this time." 


Shane held out his hand, waiting until Navezgane reached 
out for him before he replied, "I will 
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never regret this, Navezgane. Being with you, being here, 
it's the best thing that ever happened to 


me. Sure, I'll miss some things, but they're not important, 
you are." 


Navezgane nodded, satisfied. They cleaned themselves with 
soap, taking their time. Shane 


leaned back in the tub, closing his eyes and letting the 
warm water soothe his sore muscles. It 


was hard to believe that he had been with the Petersens for 
almost three weeks now. 


He felt a shift in the air around him and opened his eyes to 
see Navezgane, naked, wet, and hard, 


by the tub. Before he could say anything, Navezgane leaned 
down and claimed his lips, tongue 


tracing their lines before stealing inside. 


Navezgane finally stepped back, pulling Shane up out of the 
bath and making him face the wall. 


Always ready for sex play, Shane rested his hands against 
the smooth wood, moaning heartily 


when he felt his lover's lips and hands caressing his back. 


He nearly forgot himself and cried out when hands secured 
his hips and a tongue lapped at his 


opening before plunging inside, thrusting in and out until 
Shane was moaning incoherently. He 


bucked helplessly, biting his lip when a hand began to 
stroke his cock in time with the tongue, 


the dual assault taking him closer and closer to the edge. 


When a second hand began to play with his balls, Shane lost 
it. He came with a muffled cry, 


Navezgane's swift grab the only thing keeping him from 
falling down. He was still recovering 


when Navezgane guided him to the bench to lie on his back 
on top of a towel. 


A small bottle of oil materialized from somewhere, and he 
was stretched and teased until he was 


half hard again. Soon, Navezgane was pinning him to the 
bench, spreading his legs farther apart, 


and taking him. It was far from comfortable, the bench's 
planks pressing into his back through 


the towel, but Shane was past caring. All he cared about 
was the hard cock filling him, hitting his 


prostate with each deep thrust. 
"So good," he moaned. "So good." 


He arched off the bench as he felt his second orgasm build. 
Navezgane reached for Shane's cock, 


pumping it a couple of times, and that was all it took. Shane 
groaned, body bucking almost 


painfully against Navezgane's, spilling his seed between 
them. He heard his lover growl into his 


ear, felt the warmth inside, and knew Navezgane had 
climaxed as well. 


They lay panting on the bench, both spent. Shane was still 
enjoying the afterglow when 


Navezgane cursed. 
"What?" 


Navezgane was looking down at their bellies with a 
disgusted face. "Now we have to wash 


again." 
It was a long time before Shane stopped laughing. 
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That night, they had dinner at the restaurant in the hotel. 
The Petersens, along with Shane and 


Navezgane, were the only ones there, and they gave in to 
the happiness they were experiencing. 


They laughed, talked aloud, and gave thanks for being alive 
and together and reaching their goal. 


They were home, the deed to their land was registered with 
the town's clerk, and their money 


was Safe from Tyler's greed. 


They were finished with dessert when Rose Sparks walked 
over to their crammed table. She was 


a stunning woman in her late twenties, brunette, and with 
wide hazel eyes. 


"I hope I'm not disturbing you," she said, with an easy smile. 


"Not at all," Simon said. "Dinner was great, Miz Sparks. 
Please, thank the cook for us. After weeks on the trail, it was 
like tasting a piece of heaven." 


She laughed. "I can guess. And it's Rose, please. I'll be sure 
to thank Robert for you." 


"Why don't you join us?" Julia invited her. 
"Oh, | couldn't possibly impose..." 


"Nonsense," Laurie interrupted, pulling up a chair. "Sit next 
to me, and we'll introduce you to everyone." 


Shane was surprised to see a slight flush on Rose's cheeks 
as she sat down after the introductions 


were over, her eyes on Laurie. When Laurie stared back and 
neither said a word, Shane's gaydar 


began pinging like crazy. If he wasn't mistaken, Laurie was 
definitely interested in the other 


woman. And the feeling seemed mutual. 


Rose glanced around the table with a grin. "Oh, my God, 
you're the Petersens. We've been 


waiting for you to arrive for weeks now. You're the ones who 
bought old man Johnson's 


property." 
"You're familiar with the land?" Julia asked. 


"Sure am," Rose said. "Old man Johnson used to let us kids 
go riding on his land. We were all mighty sorry when he 
died. Looks to me like his place will be in good hands, 
though." 


"We were a little afraid that we were getting a bad deal," Jim 
admitted candidly. "We never really saw the land, although 
the representative assured us we were making the deal of a 


lifetime." 


Rose nodded. "You did. The property goes on for miles and 
has a breathtaking view of the 


mountains. Better yet, the soil is rich, and a river runs 
across it. Whatever you decide to do with 
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it, you can't lose." 
Julia's hand went over her heart. "Thank God." 


Rose grinned. "I left the best for last. Old man Johnson used 
to live in a shack in the middle of 


his land, but he finally got tired of it, so he built an actual 
house. Considering how big a family 


you are, you'll need to do some additions, but at least you 
won't have to start from scratch. And 


you've also got a barn, stables, and a paddock. All in very 
good shape." 


"Maybe you could go with us tomorrow to look it over?" 
Shane asked, doing a little 


matchmaking. 


“Please come," Laurie said. "You've given us such great 
news... We'd like it very much if you came with us." 


"What about you two?" Simon asked abruptly, looking at 
Shane and Navezgane. 


Shane didn't pretend to misunderstand. "We'll go with you 
tomorrow to check the place out. 


Maybe we'll stay a few days in case Tyler's still out there. 
But eventually, we'll be on our way." 


"You don't have to go," Julia said. "We'll need someone to 
help us watch over the horses and the cattle we plan on 
buying. You could stay with us." 


"And the ranch is away from the beaten track," Simon said, 
his tone hinting at what he couldn't say. "Away from prying 
eyes." 


Shane's lips curled in a sardonic smile. So Simon had found 
out about them somehow, and he 


was telling them that he didn't care. An amazing family, 
indeed. "That's a very generous offer, 


but I'm not sure either one of us is ready to be tied down in 
one place. We could visit once ina 


while, if we're welcome," he said teasingly. 


"You'll always be welcome," Julia said, with a gentle 
expression on her face. 


“But where will you go?" Anna asked, looking on the verge 
of tears. 


Shane took her small hand in both of his. "We don't know 
yet, honey. Where the wind takes us, | 


guess. But | promise we will come this way whenever we 
can, and we'll come bearing gifts and 


stories from our many adventures." 
"Promise?" Beth asked. 


"| promise." Shane turned to Rose. "You didn't say if you're 
going with us tomorrow." 


"| wouldn't miss it," she said cheerfully. "It's been a while 
since I've left town. It'll be good to do something fun for a 
change." 
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Simon rubbed his hands together gleefully. "That's settled, 
then. Tomorrow we'll all go check our 


new home. With any luck, we'll be able to move in this 
week." 


"What about Tyler?" Julia asked. "You think he's still out 
there?" 


"If he is, we will deal with him," Navezgane said. "You are 
home now; there is little he can do to get his hands on the 
deed and your money. And whatever else he may try, we 
will stop him just 


like we did before." 


Shane nodded his agreement. He didn't say anything, but 
he was certain that Tyler was still 


around, biding his time. But they had arrived at their 
destination, and things had changed. They 


were not in the middle of nowhere any longer. Whatever 
Tyler decided to do, now they had the 


town's protection and, if need be, the town's sheriff. 
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After dinner, Shane and Navezgane decided to go for a walk. 
The party was still going strong, 


the main street filled with people dancing to the sound of 
the lively band. There was no 


rowdiness, no loud drunks, only people having fun, and the 
mood was contagious. 


Shane began to move to the sound of the music, spinning 
around twice, ending up facing 


Navezgane and walking backward. "Wanna dance?" he 
teased. When Navezgane glared, Shane 


laughed. "Is that a no? 'Cause | can find someone else to 
dance with me." 


"You do that, and | will be forced to teach you a lesson," 
Navezgane threatened, the laughter in his eyes betraying 
him. 


"Really? That sounds like a challenge to me." He began to 
look around, pretending to look for a dancing partner. "Who 
Shall | choose? Oh, | see the perfect candidate." 


Before he had the chance to move, the sound of a shot 
shattered the party atmosphere. Close to 


them, a woman screamed as her companion crumpled to 
the ground. Navezgane reacted rapidly, 


snatching Shane's bandana from his neck and kneeling by 
the moaning young man, pressing the 


cloth against the bleeding wound. 


Shane reached instinctively for his cell phone, cursing to 
himself when he realized the stupidity 


of his actions. "We need a doctor! Call a doctor!" he heard 
himself shout over the chaos 


generated by the shot. 


People were scattering in every direction, frightened 
expressions on their faces, some screaming, 


others searching for the shooter without much success. 
Shane scanned the rooftops anxiously, 


hand resting on his gun and ready to draw if the need arose. 


After what seemed like an eternity, a man rushed over to 
them, his eyes rapidly taking in the 


situation. "I'm Sheriff Newman," he said. "Doctor Ford's out 
of town. We can take him to the doc's office. Help me carry 
him." 
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Between Newman and Shane, they carried the man as 
carefully as they could, Navezgane never 


easing the pressure on the wound. Luckily, the doctor's 
place wasn't far, and soon they had him 


lying in a bed. 


“"Navezgane, can you help him?" Shane asked, his lover 
already examining the wounded man. 


"| do not know, the bullet is very close to the heart. Where 
are the instruments your doctor uses?" 


he asked the sheriff. 


When Newman hesitated, Shane petitioned, "Sheriff, please. 
Navezgane is a healer, and he's very 


good at what he does. If your doctor's not in town... Let 
Navezgane work on that man, and l'Il tell 


you everything that's happened." 


Newman sighed. "Fine." He removed a keychain from his 
pocket, using one of the keys to open a 


large cupboard. "Everything you'll need is in here." He 
gestured for Shane. "Come with me." 


"Navezgane, will you be all right by yourself? Need any 
help?" 


"| will be fine. Go." 


With a nod, Shane followed the sheriff to the waiting room. 
The lawman crossed his arms, 


regarding Shane suspiciously. 


“Now, how about you tell me who you are and who the hell's 
shooting up my town?" 


"My name's Shane Durban, and my friend back there, he's 
Navezgane. We're with the Petersens, 


the family who bought old man Johnson's place." 


"You're staying at Rosie's hotel." At Shane's startled look, 
Sheriff Newman chuckled. "Don't look so surprised, boy. | do 
like to know what's going on in my town. Three wagons 
arriving in 


the middle of the day, with an Indian in tow, doesn't exactly 
happen every day." 


Shane smiled. "Fair enough. Look, | wasn't lying. 
Navezgane's very good at what he does. If 


anyone can save that kid, he can. When will your doctor be 
back?" 


"In a week or so. His daughter lives up in Durango. She's 
expecting and about due to have her 


baby. He wanted to be there when his grandchild was born." 
He sighed. "All right, my gut's 


telling me to trust you, so I'll let your friend take care of 
Kevin. But what about who shot him? 


My men are searching the town for the shooter, but if they 
haven't come for me, they haven't 


found him yet." 


"| can't tell you for sure who shot him. This could all be one 
huge coincidence, but | don't really think so. | believe it was 


a man named Tyler. He's an outlaw, out to get the 
Petersens’ deed and 


money. He attacked us several times on our way here, but 
we were lucky enough to escape." 
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"When the Petersens passed by Holbrook, in Arizona, they 
wanted to hire someone to help them 


keep their belongings safe. They approached Tyler, but it 
didn't take them long to realize the man 


was only out for their money. They left town, but by that 
time it was too late. We managed to 


beat his men, but Tyler's like a cockroach, you just can't kill 
him. Anyway, at this point, | think 


he'd do anything to get rid of us, even trying to kill us in the 
middle of a busy town like Grand 


Junction." 


"All right. Come with me to the jail. | want you to look at 
some wanted posters, see if this Tyler's in any of them." 


They were walking to the door when it burst open and a 
woman stormed in, tears in her eyes. 


"Where is he?" she asked, looking around wildly. "Where's 
my son? Kathy went to the house, said someone shot Kevin 
at the party. | should've stayed longer, but it was late and | 
was tired... 


Oh, God..." 


Newman held her gently by the arms, taking her to a chair. 
"Mary, you staying at the party 


wouldn't have made a difference. Kevin is being taken care 
of. You need to calm down; you 


won't do him any good in this state. He's strong, a fighter, 
he'll be fine." 


"A friend of mine's with him," Shane said softly. "It shouldn't 
be long now. The sheriff's right, your son will be fine." 


He hoped death wouldn't make a liar out of him. He and 
Newman sat beside the distraught 


woman, all three waiting in silence. There was nothing left 
to say. 


KKK 


It was a better part of an hour before Navezgane finally 
walked out of the room, wiping his 


hands on a cloth. Mary seemed a little thrown when she saw 
an Indian, but recovered quickly 


enough. 


Shane had to curb his own appreciation at the sight of his 
lover in tight buckskins, hair down and 


wild. It was enough to make Shane's blood run hot. 


"Kevin?" Mary asked in a begging tone. 


At Navezgane's puzzled look, Newman introduced them. 
"This is Mary O'Shea, Kevin's mother. 


He's the young man you've been treating. Mary, this is 
Navezgane." 


"Your son is a fighter," Navezgane said with approval. "There 
is still danger of infection, but | removed the bullet and 
applied a poultice with mixed healing herbs. Your doctor is 
very wise, 


has many useful herbs. | also made some tea for when he 
wakes up that will help replace the 


blood he lost. If he keeps fighting..." 
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Mary hid her face in her hands. "Oh, thank God." She 
reached for Navezgane's hands, squeezing 


them tightly. "Thank you, thank you so much. Can I be with 
him?" 


"Of course. Talk to him. It will help him to know that you are 
there." 


She rushed into the room, leaving the three men alone. 


Shane turned to Navezgane. "We're going to the jail to see if 
Tyler's in any of the wanted posters. 


You coming?" 


Navezgane's gaze was on the bedroom. "He should not be 
left alone, at least not for the next 


twelve hours or so. | should stay." 


"Mrs. Harrison's used to helping the doc when he has more 
than one patient at a time. You could 


say she's our local nurse," Newman said. "I'll ask her to 
come relieve you in the morning." 


Navezgane bowed curtly. "I would appreciate that." 


Shane held Navezgane's hand for a brief moment. "I'll be 
back as soon as | can, my friend." 


Navezgane gave him a fleeting smile, before joining Mary 
and her son inside the bedroom. 


Shane followed the sheriff to the jailhouse. Newman sat 
behind the only desk in the room, 


opening a drawer and removing a large pile of wanted 
posters. 


"Here," Newman said. "Take a good look at these." 


Lifting an eyebrow at the number of posters, Shane 
nevertheless took his time examining each 


one. He had to bite his lip to keep from laughing as he 
remembered the Post Office wanted 


posters he used to see. Some things might change, but 
others definitely stayed the same. Talk 


about crappy mug shots. He was beginning to think he 
wasn't going to find anything, when he 


abruptly found himself staring into the face of Tyler. The 
drawing could be better, but there was 


no doubt that it was the mean bastard. 


"That's him," Shane said, handing it to Newman. "Billy 
Tyler." 


Newman regarded the poster carefully. "I've got to show this 
to my men, it will help with the 


search. He's wanted, dead or alive, for murder." Newman 
whistled. "The price on his head is a 


thousand dollars." 


"You do understand that it might not have been him?" 
Shane said. "I didn't see the shooter." 


Newman shook his head. "It's him, all right. Grand Junction's 
a quiet town, in spite of its size. 


Nothing like this has ever happened before. And Kevin's a 
good kid, never got involved in 


anything that might've gotten him killed. My money's on 
this Tyler. But if it makes you feel 


better, I'll ask around, just to make sure." 
Man in the Mirror - 112 
“Thank you." 


Newman leaned back in his chair. "Why don't you go get 
some rest? Your friend's going to stay 


with Kevin, and my men and | will keep searching for the 
shooter. There's nothing more you can 


do for now." 


Shane nodded. "I'll run by the doctor's office first, see if Naz 
needs anything. Thanks, Sheriff." 


He shook hands with the sheriff and left the jail, walking 
over the doctor's place. He made his 


way to the bedroom to see Mary sleeping on the bed with 
her son, Navezgane sitting in a chair 


by the window. 


Shane smiled warmly at his lover before turning his eyes 
back to Kevin. The kid couldn't be 


more than eighteen, his ashen face framed by a mop of 
curly, brown hair. He looked oddly 


peaceful lying there, and Shane prayed that he was going to 
be okay. 


"How is he?" Shane whispered, crouching down next to 
Navezgane, hands on his lover's thighs 


for balance. 
"Resting, getting stronger," Navezgane replied, equally soft. 


Shane nodded. "I saw a wanted poster of Tyler; Sheriff 
Newman and his men are looking for 


him. So, what now? Want me to stay here with you? We can 
take turns watching over Kevin." 


Navezgane touched Shane's hair gently. "I believe having 
you here would be too much of a 


distraction," he admitted with a smile. "Go back to the hotel, 
sleep a few hours. | want you here in the morning to keep 


watch over the boy. There is no telling what Tyler might do 
to get what 


he wants, even if it means kidnapping someone." 


Shane stood up, brushing a kiss over Navezgane's lips. 
"Okay, then. See you in the morning." 


Reluctance in every bone of his body, Shane walked away 
from the doctor's office and went to 


the hotel. Suddenly, a warm bed and a few hours' sleep 
didn't sound so bad. 


Man in the Mirror - 113 


Chapter Ten 


Sleep wasn't meant to be. As soon as he stepped inside the 
hotel, the Petersens and Rose Sparks, 


all looking worried and speaking at the same time, 
surrounded him, bombarding him with a 


thousand questions in the same breath. 


Feeling a headache coming on, Shane whistled sharply, 
forcing them to shut up. When 


everybody had quieted down, Shane smiled. 


“Thanks. Let's go to the dining room, and l'Il tell you 
everything, all right?" 


Laurie took his hand in hers, as they made their way to the 
room and sat down at the same table 


where they had eaten. "Sorry," she said somewhat 
sheepishly. "We heard the shooting, then found out that you 
and Naz were involved, but no one seemed to know what 
was going on." 


Rosie handed him a cup of steaming coffee. "Oh, bless you," 
Shane said, as he took a sip. 


“"Navezgane and | were taking a walk when there was a 
shot. This boy standing next to us was hit 


in the chest." He shook his head. "He can't be more than 
eighteen." 


"You think it was Tyler?" Julia asked. 


"It's more than likely. He could've been aiming for 
Navezgane or me. We were moving to the 


sound of the music, so getting a fix on us might've been 
difficult. Anyway, Sheriff Newman and 


his deputies are searching for the shooter, and if | read the 
man right, Newman's not going to 


give up until the culprit's behind bars." 
"Where's Naz?" Anna asked fearfully. 


"He's doing his medicine man thing at the doctor's office," 
Shane said with a smile. "He's taking care of the wounded 
boy. The mother's there, too. Naz wanted to stay with the 
kid, just in case 


Tyler decides to use him against us. Crazy as Tyler is, it 
wouldn't surprise me. I'm taking over in 


the morning." 


Simon scowled. "Tyler really /s one mad bastard. He's got to 
know that he won't be able to get his hands on the deed, 
not now, when we've registered it and people in town 
already know about 


us being the new owners." 


"There's still the money," Julia said. "And he strikes me as 
the revengeful type." 


"I think that's it precisely," Shane agreed. "It's not about the 
deed or the money anymore, although he'll still make use of 


them if he can, | think. But we basically won the war, which 
has 


to smart, especially when he had the upper hand at first. 
Fifteen men against one family, and he 


still lost. It's got to be one hell of a blow to his bad-guy 
reputation." 


"You're saying he's coming after us again?" Jim said. "To get 
even?" 
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"Yeah. | know you were supposed to go check the property 
tomorrow, but I think you should 


wait until Tyler's caught. Maybe try not to leave the hotel." 


Simon shook his head. "I didn't come all this way just to 
hide." 


"Simon, you've got a family to think about. Let the sheriff 
handle this. A delay of a day or two 


isn't going to make much difference, not if it means staying 
alive." 


Julia touched her husband's hand. "Simon, please listen to 
him. What's the use of coming here, 


only to die before we get a chance to enjoy what we fought 
so hard for?" 


Simon half shrugged. "I guess when you put it like that... 
Fine, we'll wait until that bastard's 


caught." 


"I'm going to help search for Tyler in the morning," Laurie 
said. When her family seemed ready to protest, she lifted a 
hand, cutting them off. "I was the one who got rid of most of 
Tyler's men. | can take care of myself. Let Tyler come after 
me. I'll shoot off his penis." 


"Laurie!" Julia exclaimed, scandalized, while Shane tried not 
to laugh. 


He turned to Rose. "Rose, do you know how to handle a 
gun?" 


"Hell, yeah," she said enthusiastically. "I can shoot the wings 
off a fly ten yards away." 


Shane laughed at the exaggeration. "In that case, why don't 
you and Laurie partner together 


tomorrow?" 


"No offense, but | don't need a partner," Laurie said 
stubbornly. 


Shane sighed. For such a smart woman, she could be really 
thick sometimes. "Laurie, there's 


nothing wrong with having someone watch your back, it just 
makes you stronger. Besides, | 


think Rose will make a perfect partner for you," he said 
pointedly. 


He watched as light finally dawned, then looked at Rose, 
who was smiling knowingly. The two 


women stared at each other, and something simply clicked 
into place. At last, they were both on 


the same page. 
"All right," Laurie said faintly. 


Shane smirked at her, standing up. "Well, you're all very 
nice people, but I've gotta get some rest. 


See you in the morning." 
"Night, Shane." 


A series of goodbyes followed him as he climbed up the 
stairs, but he merely waved back. He 


locked the bedroom door behind him and leaned tiredly 
against it. 
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Shane walked over to the window, looking at the darkness 
outside. It felt strange to know that 


Tyler was out there somewhere, still evading the sheriff's 
men. How long would they be able to 


keep playing this game of cat and mouse? How long before 
the man was finally arrested and put 


behind bars where he belonged? 


The sudden pressure of the barrel of a gun against his back 
had him gasping in surprise. Lost in 


his own thoughts, he hadn't heard anyone else in the room. 


"Where is he?" a male voice whispered in his ear. 


"Who?" he asked, grateful that his voice didn't betray his 
fear. "And how did you get in here?" 


The man laughed. "I was already here, hidden in the closet. 
Did you really think I'd give up? Not 


me, boy. I've been followin’ you two and that infernal family 
real quiet like, waitin’ until it was 


time to strike. Now, where's that savage bastard you hang 
around with?" 


"| don't know," Shane lied. 


No way was he going to tell this madman where to find his 
lover. If Tyler didn't know that 


Navezgane was taking care of Kevin, he had probably been 
in the room since the shooting. This 


could actually work to their advantage. 


"Well, we'll just have to wait for him to show up, won't we? 
Don't turn around. Take off your 


belt, nice and easy." When Shane complied, Tyler said, "Very 
good. Now take off your coat, 


Slowly, no sudden moves. Wouldn't want to find out later 
you had a little surprise for me tucked 


away somewhere on your person." 


Once his coat had joined his holster on the floor, Shane 
found his hands tied securely behind his 


back. He was ordered to sit on the bed, his back against the 
headboard, which gave him the 


chance to meet his captor face to face. 


Tyler didn't resemble his wanted poster in the slightest now. 
He had grown a Salt-and-pepper 


mustache and beard, giving him a much older look. He was 
also wearing a suit instead of his 


usual dirty clothes. Sheriff Newman could walk two feet 
away from Tyler and never recognize 


him. 


"What brings you to Grand Junction?" Shane asked 
sardonically. 


"Back in Holbrook, the Petersens told me that their land was 
close to Grand Junction," Tyler 


said, missing or ignoring the sarcasm. "When we were a 
day's ride from here, and | realized 


you'd be gettin' into town instead of goin' directly to the 
property, | rode on ahead. | checked all 


the hotels in town, reckoned this one was the best. Took a 
gamble that you'd choose to stay here. 


| rented a room yesterday, saw you arrive. When I heard you 
go down for dinner, | broke into 


your rooms." 
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"Rooms, as in plural?" Shane asked. 


Tyler scowled. "I want the deed and the money. Where are 
they?" 


Shane rolled his eyes. The man sure had a one-track mind. 
Good thing that Rose had mentioned 


she had a safe downstairs. "You're too late. The first thing 
the Petersens did was register the 


deed. And the money's at the bank," Shane replied, lying 
gleefully. "We thought it was best if they were kept in a safe 
place." 


"No," Tyler growled, a hint of despair in his tone. 
Shane shrugged. "Sorry." 


"Hang it all," Tyler cursed, pacing the room agitatedly. "Fine, 
whatever. At least I've still got a chance to get even with 
that damn Apache." 


"What's your problem with Navezgane?" Shane asked. 


Tyler looked at him like he was crazy. "Besides the fact that 
he's been a thorn in my side for 


weeks?" 
"So have I, and the Petersens," Shane pointed out. 


"True," Tyler agreed, in an unflappable tone. "But | really 
hate those damned savages. They murdered my family. 
Attacked our wagon, killed my parents, my two little sisters. 
Only my 


brother and I survived, and they left us for dead." 


"Oh, man. There's another one of you?" Shane bemoaned. 


Tyler was unexpectedly in his face, expression wrathful. 
"Your friend killed him, he killed my 


brother. That's my problem with him. We both worked for 
Pitt, did you know that? When Pitt 


was hired to slaughter the Apache tribe, my brother went 
with him, and | stayed to watch over 


the ranch. When Pitt found out an Apache was killin’ 
everyone who took part in the slaughter, | 


tried to warn Bob, but it was too late." 


"Now what? The sheriff and his deputies are searching for 
you." 


"I know. But he doesn't know what | look like now. All I| want 
is your friend's scalp, and then I'll leave. An eye for an eye, 
just like the Bible says." Tyler exhaled slowly, apparently 
trying to rein in his temper. He pulled out a large hunter's 
knife from its sheath. "If only he hadn't moved just 


as | was pullin’ the trigger..." 


Shane hardly dared to breathe as the tip of the knife 
brushed playfully against his chest. "So, you really were the 
one who shot Kevin," he murmured faintly, eyes 
mesmerized by the gleam of the 


blade as it rubbed against his cloth-covered nipples. 
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Shane didn't know if Tyler was merely playing with him or 
trying to scare him, but whatever the 


creep was doing, it was definitely working. A twist of the 
criminal's wrist, and that knife could 


end up buried in Shane's heart. 


"Yeah. Rotten luck, too," Tyler said with a scowl. "I had the 
Injun in my sights, was squeezing the trigger, and at the last 
second he moves away." The knife was now shearing off 
Shane's shirt 


buttons, from collar to waist, until they littered the bed and 
floor. Tyler moved the cloth aside 


with the blade, a grimace of repulsion as he gazed down at 
Shane's chest. 


It was such a strange expression, especially considering his 
actions with the knife, that Shane 


asked, "What?" 


"It's unnatural, what you and the savage are doin'," Tyler 
muttered. "Men bed women, not other men." 


Shane's head shot up. "What? I-- We-- We're not--" he 
stammered. 


The other man laughed cruelly. "Don't bother denying it, 
boy. | saw you two sneaking off from 


Camp one night, saw what you did together. It's an 
abomination," he snarled. 


That got Shane's dander up. "An abomination?" he snapped. 
"You're a murderer, a cold-hearted criminal. You're the 
abomination, not us." 


The punch he received was hard enough to knock his head 
into the headboard. Shane licked the 


blood from the corner of mouth, glaring at Tyler. 


"You shut your mouth, or I'll shut it for you," Tyler raged, 
before cursing again and putting the knife away. "The Injun's 
taking too long, and I've got other things to do. | guess l'Il 
just have to leave a message with you." 


"Message?" Shane repeated, swallowing convulsively. That 
didn't sound good. 


The glint in Tyler's eyes was malicious. "Yeah. | want him to 
stay put and wait for me. | want 


him on his guard, never knowing when a bullet's going to 
end his life. The best way to unsettle 


one's enemy is to rattle him. And the best way to do that is 
to damage his property a little... and 


you being his bed warmer and all..." He trailed off, leaning 
closer to Shane. 


"Wait a minute," Shane protested, backpedaling into the 
headboard. "You said it was an 


abomination!" 


"Don't worry, boy, I'm not goin' to use you like that Injun 
does. I'm just gonna leave a mark or 


two, make him think | had what's his. Bet that's goin' to 
drive him crazy." 


"You're a sick bastard," Shane growled, trying to twist away 
as the man reached for him. 


Shane opened his mouth to shout for help, but a heavy hand 
rapidly covered his lips, preventing 
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any sound from escaping. He closed his eyes as he felt the 
man's breath against his neck, 


desperately wishing that Navezgane would return at that 
moment. 


KKK 


Shane moaned, the pounding in his head bringing him back 
to full consciousness. He blinked, 


noting with relief that he was still in the room, still on the 
bed. Better yet, he was still alive. The 


pounding in his head only seemed to increase, until Shane 
realized that while his skull really was 


threatening to explode, there was someone banging on the 
door. 


It was abruptly knocked open, and an enraged Navezgane 
stormed in, stopping in his tracks 


when he saw Shane. He must have been presenting one hell 
of a picture, Shane admitted to 


himself, wishing he could strangle Tyler with his bare hands 
for doing this. 


Shane lay on the bed, gagged, with his wrists and ankles 
tied. But what had to be the icing on the 


cake were his open shirt, unzipped jeans, and the throbbing 
bite mark at the juncture of his 


shoulder and neck. 


"Shane!" Navezgane rushed to the bed, untying the gag and 
cutting through the ropes. "Are you all right?" he asked, 
helping Shane to sit up straight. 


"Yes," Shane replied, a little breathlessly. "It was Tyler; he 
was here when | got back to the room. The bastard caught 
me off guard. There was nothing | could do." 


Navezgane knelt by the bed. "Shane, did he..." He curled up 
his hands into fists. "That bite mark on your neck," he 
gritted out, angrily. 


Shane flushed slightly. "He didn't rape me, Naz. But he knew 
we were lovers, and he's out to get 


you, so... Apparently, one of the men you, um, killed, was 
Tyler's brother, and he's out for your 


blood. He thought a good way to rattle you would be to 
damage what he called your property. He 


didn't try anything else. The open shirt and pants were for 
effect, | think. He only... well, bit me. 


And knocked me unconscious after that." 
"He will die," Navezgane growled. 


Shane placed a hand on top of a clenched fist. "This is 
exactly what he wants, for you to lose 


your head and make a mistake. Don't you dare fall for that." 


Navezgane exhaled slowly, shoulders easing. "He will still 
die." 


"Fine. Just as long as you're alive and in one piece to enjoy 
the victory." Shane remembered 


something. "Why didn't you use the key to get in?" 


“Because you had the key and the door was locked," 
Navezgane said, as if it was obvious. 


Shane looked at the nightstand and saw that his key was 
gone. "That crazy bastard locked me in 
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and took the key." Looking out the window, he saw that it 
was still night. "Not that I'm 


complaining, but why are you here? Shouldn't you be with 
Kevin?" 


"Mrs. Harrison is with him now. The sheriff wants the 
Petersen family and the two of us 


downstairs. | am not sure why, but there was a loud 
explosion somewhere in town about ten 


minutes ago." 


Shane nodded, standing up with Navezgane's help. He 
quickly donned a new shirt, but instead of 


walking out the door, he moved closer to Navezgane and 
embraced his warrior tightly. When 


Navezgane wrapped his arms around Shane, Shane exhaled 
softly, finally feeling safe. 


"Shane?" Navezgane said, and Shane could hear the 
concern and questions in his voice. 


Shane nuzzled at Navezgane's throat. "Sorry," he mumbled. 
"I'll be okay." 


He didn't say it aloud, but he had needed the contact with 
his lover. Tyler had made him feel 


scared, pissed off, desperate for a familiar touch and some 
reassurance. He finally stepped back, 


kissing Navezgane lovingly. 
Navezgane eyed him critically. "Are you okay?" 


Shane smiled. "I will be," he answered truthfully. "You're the 
best medicine for me. Come on, let's go meet the others." 


Together they made it to the dining room, where the 
Petersens, Rose Sparks, and Sheriff 


Newman were already waiting. 


"My Lord, Shane, what happened to you?" Julia asked, 
gesturing to his bruised jaw. 


Shane rolled his eyes. "Tyler attacked me. He was waiting 
for me in the room." 


"What did he want?" Simon asked. 


“The usual, the deeds and the money." Shane didn't 
mention Tyler's beef against Navezgane; that was their 
problem. "I didn't tell him anything." 


"Well, apparently your Mr. Tyler decided to get some quick 
cash anyway," Sheriff Newman 


said, sounding more than a little pissed off. 

"How?" Jim asked. 

"He tried to rob the bank." 

"Was that the explosion we heard?" Beth asked excitedly. 


"The bank?" Shane squeaked. When everybody turned their 
eyes on him, he stared down at his 


Man in the Mirror - 120 
hands. 


"What did you do, Shane?" Navezgane asked, as if scolding 
a five-year old. 


Shane sighed. "I told you he was after the deed and the 
money. | couldn't tell him they were in 


Rose's safe. He'd go after her for the combination. So | told 
him..." 


“That they were in the bank," Newman interrupted, a 
resigned tone to his voice. 


"Um, yeah. I'm sorry," Shane said. "How much money did he 
steal?" 


He was taken aback when Newman started to chuckle, the 
chuckles quickly turning into full 


belly laughter. He swiped at his eyes, a little breathless. "I'm 
sorry, folks. I've been a lawman for many, many years. But 
it's been a while since I've seen something like this. Tyler 
used dynamite, 


must've wanted to blow up the door to the safe." 
Everyone was confused. "So?" Shane asked. 


"He did something wrong. He blew up the bank, but the 
safe's only dented. He didn't take a 


penny." 


Shane laughed, relieved. "Good to know. By the way, Sheriff, 
you should know that he looks 


quite different from his wanted poster now. He has a graying 
beard and mustache and was 


wearing an expensive-looking, black suit." 


“That should help, thank you. Anything else you can think 
about?" 


Shane shook his head. "Not really, no." 
"What about what he's going to do next?" 


"No idea," Shane said truthfully, although it would probably 
have something to do with 


Navezgane. "He didn't tell me anything. He's unpredictable, 
but I think he'll stay in town for a 


while. | don't think he's done with us yet." 


"I'll have one of my deputies hang around the hotel at all 
times. Any of you sees anything out of 


the ordinary, you tell him right away." He looked at 
Navezgane. "I didn't get a chance to ask you when | took 
Mrs. Harrison to the doc's office. How's Kevin?" 


"Still fighting," Navezgane answered. "He is doing well so 
far. If the wound does not get infected in the next hours, he 
should be fine." 


Newman gestured to Shane and Navezgane. "Good. One 
last question; when this is over, will the 


two of you be working at the ranch with the Petersen 
family?" 


Shane and Navezgane exchanged a puzzled look. "No. We're 
planning on leaving after Tyler's 
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caught," Shane said. "We may stay a while to help out, but 
we'll probably leave in a few days." 


Newman closed his eyes. "Thank God," he muttered, turning 
around and leaving the room. 


Shane and Navezgane were left gaping in his wake, while 
the others laughed themselves silly. 


KKK 


Shane was getting ready to go back to the bedroom when 
he saw Navezgane walking in the 


opposite direction. 
"Where are you going?" he asked, running after his lover. 


"To check on Kevin," Navezgane said, as they left the hotel 
behind and crossed the street. "I want to make sure he is 
doing well before | go to sleep." 


Shane shrugged. "Fine by me. I might as well tag along." 


"Good idea. Staying with me will prevent something 
happening to you. | have never seen anyone 


attract so much trouble." 


Shane slapped him lightly on the arm. "Hey, | resemble that 
remark." 


Once in the doctor's office, they knocked once before 
walking into the room. What they found 


wasn't what Shane had been expecting. Kevin was 
unconscious on the bed, Mary on the mattress 


sitting next to him. She was holding his hand, looking pale 
and frightened. 


Slumped in a chair, gun aimed at Mrs. Harrison's temple, 
was Tyler. The man looked a mess. 


The black coat was gone, he was covered in dirt from head 
to toe, and Shane could see that he 


was bleeding from the left arm. 


Before anyone could say a word, Navezgane growled 
fiercely, trying to throw himself at Tyler. 


Only Shane's quick grab and the cocking of the criminal's 
gun prevented him from achieving his 


goal. 


"Let go of me," Navezgane snarled, trying to break free. "He 
will die!" 


“"Navezgane!" Shane shouted at him. "Now isn't the right 
time. He'll kill the woman." 


Navezgane gave him a resentful glare, but subsided. Shane 
decided it was better to keep his hold 


on his lover, although he turned his attention to Tyler. 
"What are you doing here?" he asked angrily. 


Shane wanted nothing more than to give free rein for 
Navezgane to hurt this bastard, but he 


didn't want any innocents caught in the middle. 
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"Lookin' for a quack," Tyler muttered. "What are you doin' 
here?" 


"The doctor's away; Navezgane's filling in." Shane shook his 
head incredulously. "This is unbelievable." 


Tyler snorted. "You're tellin' me. You two are worse than the 
plague. Can't get rid of you." 


Choosing to ignore the insult, Shane said, "You look like 
hell." 


Tyler shrugged. "A building fell on me. Could be worse." He 
looked at Navezgane. "You're goin' 


to help me." 


"You are insane. | will do nothing to help you," Navezgane 
snarled, baring his teeth. "You will die a slow, painful death 
at my hands, white man. You dared touch what is mine, and 
you will 


pay for that." 


Tyler snorted with disdain. "You seem to forget that I've got 
the upper hand here, Injun," he said, gesturing with his gun. 
"You help me, or | start shootin’ people. And you better 
know what 


you're doin', ya hear?" 


Shane touched his lover's arm lightly. "Naz, please. There'll 
be other chances to get this creep. 


These people have nothing to do with this." 


He looked deep into Navezgane's eyes and saw the barely 
repressed anger, violence, and hate, 


and knew that if he weren't here, Tyler would probably have 
been dead by now. Shane felt the 


trembling in Navezgane's body as the warrior tried to 
dampen in his emotions. Finally, 


Navezgane gave a curt nod, and Shane relaxed. 
"What do you want?" Shane asked Tyler. 


"My arm's killin' me. | want the Injun to fix it for me, and | 
might let everyone in this room live. 


Don't try anythin’, or I'll put a bullet in the old crone's skull," 
he said, referring to Mrs. Harrison. 


Her face reddened with anger, to the point where Shane 
was afraid she was going to burst a 


vessel. "Why, | never--" she sputtered. 


"I'm not surprised, with you lookin' the way you do," Tyler 
said. "Now, shut your trap, woman. 


Get to work, Injun." 


Navezgane approached Tyler slowly, every movement 
telegraphing his anger. Shane knew that it 


was not easy for a man like Navezgane to go against his 
nature, and Shane loved him all the 


more for it. 


Navezgane cut Tyler's sleeve, exposing the wound. He 
cleaned it, removing a few splinters that 


had Shane wincing. No wonder the man's arm was hurting; 
some of those splinters were the size 
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of fingers. Navezgane applied the smelly, green ointment 
that Shane was so familiar with, and 


bandaged the arm. 


"It is done," Navezgane pronounced, moving away from the 
criminal and rejoining Shane on the 


other side of the room. 
"You do good work for an Injun," Tyler praised. 


"You should eat something," Navezgane said, surprising 
both Tyler and Shane. "Drink some 


water to replace the blood you lost. You will be fine." 


The outlaw barked a laugh. "I'd almost think you're worried 
about my health." 


Navezgane's smile was cold. "I would keep you alive so that 
| can kill you later." 


Shane groaned. "I'm the one who's supposed to taunt the 
enemy," he berated his lover. 


A voice calling out from the outside made everyone freeze. 
"Tyler, | Know you're in there. This 


is Sheriff Newman. Come out with your hands up." 


"I've got hostages," Tyler shouted back. "Keep back, or I'll 
shoot them dead." He grinned at Shane and Navezgane. "I 
believe this is called a Mexican standoff." 


Shane traded a worried look with Navezgane. Tyler might 
not be very smart, but he was still 


dangerous. And there were Kevin, Mary, and Mrs. Harrison 
to think about. They were innocent 


victims, caught in the middle of a feud that could only end 
badly. 
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For the next hour, the deadlock remained. Newman would 
try to convince Tyler to release the 


hostages, Tyler would shout some threats, and everything 
stayed the same. By that time, 


everyone in the room was sitting down, and even Mary and 
Mrs. Harrison were beginning to 


look bored. 


Shane and Navezgane were sitting side-by-side on the floor, 
shoulders touching, backs against 


the wall, as they waited for the right moment to strike. 
When Tyler rubbed at his eyes tiredly, 


relaxing his guard, Navezgane sprang to his feet and 
charged. 


In a Surprising swift move, considering that he was 
wounded, Tyler brutally pistol-whipped 


Navezgane, knocking Navezgane to the floor. Shane, who 
had been ready to assist his lover in 


the tussle with the criminal, quickly got down on his knees. 


"Naz!" Shane gently turned his lover on his back, seeing 
blood on Navezgane's temple. "Shit. 


You okay?" he asked, as he used Navezgane's bandana to 
stop the bleeding. 
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Navezgane moaned. "I have been better. | will kill that 
demon," he promised roughly. "I will split him in half with my 
knife and remove his entrails while his heart is still beating." 


Tyler threw a piece of rope at Shane. "Tie that smart mouth 
up." When Shane hesitated, Tyler 


said, "A bullet wound to the knee might not kill him, but it 
sure will hurt like hell. | ain't takin' no more chances with 
him." 


Shane dragged his unsteady lover to a chair so Navezgane 
would be more comfortable, and tied 


him up. "Sorry," Shane muttered, when Navezgane 
managed to focus his blurry eyes on Shane. 


"Not your fault, Shane," Navezgane whispered, for his ears 
alone. 


"Sit down," Tyler ordered Shane. "And don't you be gettin’ 
no funny ideas, or l'Il kill the Injun, ya hear?" 


"Fine, but I'm taking care of Naz first," Shane told him 
defiantly. 


Shane cleaned his lover's wound, meticulously rubbed on 
some unguent, and bandaged it. Only 


then did he sit down next to the chair where Navezgane was 
trussed up, and for a while there was 


silence. 


It was Navezgane who finally broke the silence. "You cannot 
stay here forever." 


"Yeah," Shane piped in. "We've got no food, for one. Why 
don't you at least let Mary and Mrs. 


Harrison go? Less people to watch over, and it might help 
your cause with the sheriff." 


Tyler pursed his lips in thought, then walked over to 
Navezgane. Shane watched with his heart in 


his throat as the bandit rested the barrel of the gun against 
Navezgane's stomach. 


"Take the women outside," Tyler told Shane. "Lock the door 
after you're done. You try to go with them and he's dead." 


Shane acknowledged the threat with a curt nod. He stood, 
motioning for Mary and Mrs. Harrison 


to precede him out of the bedroom. Once they were in the 
living room, Mary turned to him, eyes 


looking a little wild. 
"What about Kevin?" she begged. 


"| don't think it would be a good idea to move him yet, Mary. 
We'll watch over him, | promise." 


He looked at Mrs. Harrison. "Tell the sheriff everything that 
happened so far." 


She patted his arm. "I will. You boys take care. Don't let that 
hideous man get the better of you." 


Shane opened the front door slowly and shouted, "Sheriff 
Newman, it's Shane, don't shoot." 


"Glad to know you're still alive, kid. What do you need?" 
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"Mary and Mrs. Harrison are coming out. How did you know 
Tyler was here?" 


“The owner of the saloon saw him sneaking in. By the time 
he got to me, you and your friend 


were already inside." 


"Less talkin', dang it," Tyler shouted from the bedroom. "Get 
back in here." 


"Asshole," Shane muttered. To Newman, he said, "The 
women are coming out now." He smiled at them. "I'll see 
you two soon." 


He kept watch as the two women quickly crossed the street, 
a deputy coming out of the shadows 


to cover them. 
"We've got them," Newman said a few seconds later. 


"Thanks." Shane locked the door and returned to the room. 
"It's done." 


"Good. Sit down." 


"Now what?" Shane asked as he parked his ass next to 
Navezgane's chair. 


"We wait," Tyler said. 

Shane frowned. "For what?" 

"For me to come up with a plan." 
Shane groaned. They were doomed. 


Shane gritted his teeth, eyes following Tyler's every move. If 
the bastard slipped again, Shane 


was going after him. Tyler had caused too much trouble 
already, too much pain, and he had hurt 


Navezgane. Tyler was going down. 
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Shane stifled a yawn as he checked on Kevin. There was no 
sign of infection that he could see, 


no fever, and the kid's heartbeat was strong. Navezgane 
had done a good job; the young man 


should make it. 


He walked over to his lover, examining Navezgane's head 
wound gently, relieved when he saw 


that there was no sign of bleeding. "You okay?" 


Navezgane merely nodded, eyes never straying from Tyler. 
He had barely said a word since he 


had been tied to the chair, keeping his undivided attention 
on Tyler, glaring and occasionally 


growling at the man when Tyler got too close to Shane. 
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"This is ridiculous," Shane said, exasperated. "Tyler, how 
long do you plan on keeping this up?" 


Tyler sighed tiredly. "Shut up." 


"Come on, haven't you come up with a plan to get out of 
here yet?" Shane asked. 


"You think it's easy?" Tyler snapped. "This damn place only 
has one exit, the front door. The sheriff and his men are 
outside waitin’, fingers on the trigger. I try to shoot my way 
out of here, 


and they'll kill me. | could kill you two, that'd feel real nice. 
But those damned lawmen would 


come rushin' in, and I'd die. Same result. | aim to get out of 
this mess with my skin intact." 


“Then surrender," Navezgane said imperturbably. 


"Right," Tyler said sarcastically. "And then | get hung by the 
neck. Very smart, savage." 


"Your skin would be intact," Shane quipped. 


"Yeah, but my neck would be broken. Why don't you two 
jokers shut up before | change my 


mind and shoot ya anyways?" 


"Fine," Shane muttered, leaning against the side of the 
chair, head resting against his lover's side. 


"I've got it!" Tyler suddenly shouted, pacing the small room 
with a wide smile, carelessly waving his gun in the air. It was 
a miracle the man hadn't shot himself. 


"By all means, let's hear it," Shane said hoarsely, rubbing 
tiredness out his eyes. He looked up at his lover. "Still all 
right?" 


"Yes," Navezgane replied. "You?" 


“The same." Shane looked at Tyler. "Well? What's this grand 
plan you came up with?" 


"I'm gonna use you as a hostage, as a shield to get to the 
livery and to my horse," Tyler said, almost preening. 


"You wasted all this time to come up with that?" Shane 
asked incredulously. 


"Shut up. | thought about takin' you," he said to Navezgane. 
"| could finally get rid of you once and for all when | was out 
of town. But you're an Injun, and most folks probably 
wouldn't mind 


seein' a savage dead." 


"Hey!" Shane jumped to his feet, protesting angrily on his 
lover's behalf. "That's not true. Not everyone's a bigot like 
you." 
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Tyler ignored what he was saying, although he focused on 
Shane. "So I'm goin' to take you 


instead. Pretty white boy like you, nobody will dare shoot at 
us." 


Shane rolled his eyes. "You're delusional." Without caring 
what Tyler might think, Shane leaned down until his 
forehead was touching Navezgane's. "You'll come for me?" 
he whispered. 


"Always," Navezgane promised solemnly. 
"One more thing," Tyler said from behind him. 
"What?" Shane asked as he turned. 

"This." 


Shane saw the butt of the gun coming straight for his head, 
but he was too slow to react. It 


connected painfully with his skull, and, before he knew it, 
Shane was on the floor, moaning with 


a throbbing headache. What the hell was the deal with 
criminals and hitting people on the head? 


He had been conked so many times since coming to the old 
west that he was at serious risk of 


losing all of his brain cells. 


Shane squinted his eyes open, realizing that he had lost a 
few moments to the pain in his head, 


his wrists now bound in front of him. Tyler was looking down 
at him, a happy smile on his face. 


"Why did you do that for?" Shane croaked. 


"Figured it was the easiest way to tie you up. Felt good, too," 
Tyler said, smile widening. "And it'll let those fools outside 
know that I'm serious about hurtin' you if they don't do as | 
Say." 


"| Suppose you want me to get up? 'Cause you're going to 
have to help me." 


Tyler cursed, but grabbed him under the arm and pulled him 
up. Shane swayed for a moment, 


fighting vertigo and nausea. He turned to his lover, seeing a 
rabid Navezgane trying to break free 


from his bonds. If looks could kill, Tyler would be writhing on 
the floor right now. 


"Naz, it's okay, I'm okay." He tried to reassure his still 
snarling lover before being pulled out of the room by Tyler. 


The outlaw took them to the front door and said, "Now, 
you're goin' to call that sheriff friend of 


yours and tell him we're comin' out and that if | so much as 
see someone twitchin', you're dead. 


Understand?" 


"I'm concussed, not stupid," Shane muttered. He opened the 
door just a Sliver. "Sheriff Newman, you still out there?" 


"Where else?" was the sarcastic reply. "What can | do for 
you?" 
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"Tyler wants me to tell you that he and | are coming out," 
Shane said. 


"Don't forget the twitchin’ part," Tyler said. 


Shane wanted to roll his eyes, but that would only 
aggravate his headache. "He also says that if 


he sees anyone going for their guns, he'll kill me." 


"Where the hell does he think he's going?" Newman said. 
"He's a wanted criminal." 


"You better let me go, or Shane gets a bullet through his 
head," Tyler shouted, making Shane 


flinch at the loud sound. 


There was a brief silence. "Reckon I've got no choice then. 
But you hurt the boy and you're 


dead." 


“Another Mexican standoff,” Tyler said, practically vibrating. 
“Love this." 


Shane sighed. Lord save him from demented, idiotic 
criminals. 
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Chapter Eleven 


Tyler wrapped an arm around Shane's waist, aimed the gun 
at his head, and dragged him out of 


the building. 
"Shane, are you all right?" Laurie asked. 


Shane forced his fuzzy vision to focus and saw that he was 
caught in the middle of a potentially 


disastrous situation. Newman and three deputies were a few 
feet away, following their progress 


to the livery. Their guns were holstered, but Shane could 
almost feel them aching to draw. 


Behind them stood the Petersen family, minus Beth and 
Anna, all looking worried. They were 


also armed to the teeth, which at the moment wasn't 
exactly a good thing. 


Remembering that Laurie had asked a question, Shane 
replied, "I'm fine." 


But he wasn't. His vision was nebulous, blood was trailing 
down the side of his head, his skull 


was threatening to crack in two, and his legs felt like rubber. 
"Where's Navezgane?" Jim asked. 


"Inside," Shane managed to say. "He's good, too." 


Still, it was a relief when he saw Jim and Laurie run into the 
doctor's house. If he was going to 


die at the hands of America's worst criminal, he wanted to 
see his lover one last time. They made 


it inside the livery, Tyler hiding them in the darkness within. 


“Everybody stay where they are," he shouted. "I see 
anyone, and he dies." 


"| wouldn't do that," Newman threatened. "He dies, you 
die." 

"| wouldn't cross me if | were you, Sheriff," Tyler snapped. 
"I've got a hair-trigger temper, and I'm gettin’ mighty sick of 
this dang situation." 


"All right," Newman said, after a while. "Let's deal. Want do 
you want?" 


"To get out of here in one piece, what do you think?" Tyler 
said, vexed. 


"Let Shane go, and you get to live," Newman countered. 


Tyler laughed sarcastically. "Like I'd believe that. How's this: 
| take him with me, and you let me go. If | don't see anybody 
followin’ me, I'll leave him at the Petersens’ ranch." 


Newman snorted. "I don't think so." 
Man in the Mirror - 130 


"That's my deal; take it or leave it. Think about it, Sheriff. If 
you make a move on me, he dies. If you let me go, he lives. 
Everybody wins." 


Shane had remained silent throughout the exchange, mainly 
because he was trying not to throw 


up. But he was fast losing his patience with Tyler. All he 
wanted was for someone to shoot the 


man and get this over with. 


He tried to turn his head, wanting to give Tyler a piece of his 
mind, but got dizzy, his body 


careening to the side. Caught by surprise, Tyler moved with 
him, struggling with his weight. 


Shane somehow ended up with one foot behind the man's 
heel. Tyler tripped, and they both went 


down, the gun discharging harmlessly into the ceiling. 


"Tarnation and hang it all," Shane heard Tyler curse. "I'm 
sick of you two locos. You're worse than a hex. l'm out of 
here." 


Seconds later, Shane recognized the sound of a horse 
galloping away. Shots were fired, and 


people were calling out his name. Shane didn't move, 
though. The world was finally still, and he 


liked it that way. 
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Shane was mildly surprised to discover that he was waking 
up to warmth and quiet, instead of 


the middle of the street or the livery. There was a slight 
throbbing in his head, but not the agony 


of before, and he felt rested and stronger. All in all, things 
seemed to have taken a turn for the 


better. 


He opened his eyes with a sigh, taking in his surroundings. 
He was back in his hotel room, 


Navezgane sleeping at his side. Shane smiled when he 
noticed that Beth and Anna were snuggled 


together in the small couch by the window and that Laurie 
was sitting in a chair by the bed. 


"Hi," Laurie whispered, reaching for a glass of water. "How 
are you feeling?" 


Shane took a few sips of the water. "Better. What 
happened?" 


She scowled. "You scared us half to death, that's what 
happened. And that Tyler's one crazy 


bastard. We were running for the livery after hearing the 
shot, when the man comes riding out of 


there like the devil's chasing him. More like the luck of the 
devil," she muttered. 


"He escaped?" Shane understood, reading between the 
lines. 


Laurie shrugged. "Sheriff Newman thinks he winged Tyler, 
but Tyler sure as hell kept going. 


Newman organized a posse. They're out there now, looking 
for Tyler. Simon and Jim are with 


him." 


"What about them?" Shane gestured to Navezgane and the 
girls. 
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Laurie smiled. "They're just exhausted. The girls couldn't 
bear to be parted from you, not until 


they were sure you were going to be all right. Navezgane 
took care of you and then drifted off." 


"I am awake," Navezgane said softly. "How do you feel, 
Shane?" 


"Like | got hit in the head one too many times," Shane joked. 


"It is your fault for always getting into trouble," Navezgane 
said righteously. 


“Hey, don't blame this one on me," Shane objected with no 
heat. "You were the one wanting to play medicine man. How 
are you doing?" 


"We do seem to spend much of our time asking each other 
that," Navezgane said a little 


bemusedly. "I am well." 


"Good." Shane turned to Laurie. "Any progress with Rose?" 
he asked boldly. 


Laurie swallowed. "I don't know if | can..." Her hand fluttered 
faintly in the air. "What if | get hurt?" 


"Life offers no guarantees, Laurie," Shane said gently. "But | 
watched the two of you together, and the interest is 


definitely there, on both parts. You can either turn your back 
on it or nurture it. 


If you choose the first, you might be walking away from the 
best thing in your life. Rose is one 


hell of a lady." 
Laurie grinned. "She is, isn't she?" 


Anna murmured, snuggling deeper into the couch. She 
froze, opening one eye, then the other. 


When she saw that Shane was awake, she squealed, waking 
up Beth as well. Soon, Shane had his 


arms full as both girls jumped him. 
"Easy, easy," he laughed. "I'm all right." 


There was a knock on the door, interrupting their 
merriment. 


"Come in," Laurie said. 
Simon and Jim walked in, looking exhausted and dispirited. 


"Shane, good to see that you're well," Simon said, with a 
bleary smile. 


"Thanks." Shane sat up on the bed. "What happened? Did 
you Catch Tyler?" 


"Not yet," Jim said. "The posse's still out looking for him." He 
exchanged a look with Simon. 


"We followed his tracks the whole morning. He led us around 
a merry chase, until he finally took 


us to the ranch. Our ranch," he added angrily. 
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"He blew the place up," Simon said grimly. "Every single 
building. He left nothing standing. 


Even the paddock was destroyed." 
"That mean bastard," Laurie gritted out, tears in her eyes. 


Simon exhaled sharply. "This is a setback, | won't deny it. 
But we thought we'd have to start 


from scratch, and now we will. It'll just take us longer, that's 
all." He smiled at his younger sister. 


"It's worth it, Laurie. You should see the land. It's the most 
beautiful place on this God's earth. 


And that's one thing that bandit can't take away from us." 


Jim turned to Shane and Navezgane. "That offer to work for 
us still stands, now more than ever. | 


know you Said you wanted to move on soon, but we could 
really use the help." 


Shane and Navezgane traded a quick look. Shane could see 
his decision mirrored in his lover's 


eyes. 


"We will stay," Navezgane said. "For however long you need 
us." 
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Shane and Navezgane stayed in their room for the rest of 
the day, taking the time to rest and 


recuperate from both their concussions. They ate dinner by 
the window, sitting across from each 


other. 
"You are quiet," Navezgane commented. 


Shane shrugged, eyes on the main street. "It's too dark for 
the sheriff and the posse to return 


tonight. | was just wondering if they found Tyler." He 
grimaced. "I can't help but think that this is partly our fault. 
Sure, Tyler was already after the Petersens when we got 
tangled up in this 


mess, but we made it worse. Our mere presence seems to 
incense the man." 


"We cannot be held responsible for the actions of that 
madman," Navezgane said. 


Shane smiled at his lover. "I'm not saying that I'm being 
logical, Navezgane." He sighed. "I just... 


| want Tyler behind bars. | want the Petersens to build their 
ranch without having to worry if that 


idiot's going to blow it up again." A chuckle escaped him. 
"Sorry, didn't mean to get all maudlin on you." 


Navezgane waved off his apology. "You should lie down." He 
stood up, holding up a hand for 


Shane. "Come, | will join you." 


Shane accepted the help. "Don't you have to check on 
Kevin?" 
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“Laurie told me that Mrs. Harrison and Mary would stay with 
him," Navezgane said, as they 


removed their clothes. "He has awakened and is doing well." 
"Thanks to you," Shane said proudly, lying down on the bed. 


Navezgane joined him, pulling him closer. "I did what | had 
to do, nothing more. No need for 


praise." 


Shane kissed him hungrily. "I'm still proud of you," he said 
when they parted, then ruined the effect by yawning. 
"Sorry." 


"There is always tomorrow," Navezgane said, with a hint of 
amusement. "Go to sleep, pale face." 


"Kay. Goodnight." 
Shane closed his eyes, and sleep was exactly what he did. 
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The next morning when Shane woke up, Navezgane wasn't 
in the bedroom. Shane wasn't 


particularly worried until he noticed that his lover's gun was 
gone. Fighting a terrible suspicion, 


he got dressed in a hurry. He ran out of his room, out of the 
hotel, stopping only when he reached 


the livery. 

Odin was gone from his stall. 

“That son of a bitch," he snapped. 

He ran back to the hotel, finding Rose behind the counter. 


"Shane, is everything all right? | saw you bolting for the door 
like your pants were on fire, and 


you look mighty pale." 


"Rose, did you see Navezgane leave?" Shane asked 
urgently. 


"Yes. He was in a hurry, too. Didn't even eat breakfast." She 
frowned. "Why?" 


"I think he went after Tyler. How long ago did he leave?" 
"About thirty minutes ago." 


Shane looked at Rose. "Can you do me a favor? Go wake 
Laurie up for me? And ask someone to 


saddle my horse, and also Simon's, Jim's, and Laurie's." 


"You can count on me," she promised, already heading for 
the door and shouting for one of the 


stable boys. 
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Shane didn't wait around. He climbed up the stairs two ata 
time, banging on Simon's door. He 


was close to breaking it down when it was brusquely 
opened. 


"What?" Simon growled, blinking when he saw who it was. 
"Shane? Everything all right?" 


“"Navezgane's gone," Shane explained breathlessly. "He's 
going after Tyler." 


"Shit," Simon said, running a hand over disheveled hair. "All 
right, go get Jim. I'll put on some clothes. Go." 


Shane didn't waste any time complying. He nearly skidded 
to a halt in front of Jim's door, once 


again knocking until his knuckles hurt. As he waited for Jim 
to answer, Shane closed his eyes on 


a prayer. He hoped that Navezgane didn't find Tyler. Or that, 
if he did, he aimed true. 


KKK 


"What exactly happened to set Naz off?" Simon asked, as 
they mounted and rode out of town. 


"It was my fault," Shane admitted miserably. "I was feeling 
guilty for everything that's been happening with Tyler. We 
were talking, and I told him I just wanted this mess to be 
over. | guess 


Navezgane decided to end it himself." 


"Nothing that happened was your fault, Shane," Jim said. 
"Tyler and his men were already after us when we found 


you. You saved our lives, my life in particular." 


"| know. But we definitely exacerbated the situation by 
being with you. Although, to be honest, 


Naz had vowed to kill Tyler for hurting me. He wouldn't let 
that go. It's not in his nature." 


"Maybe we're worrying for nothing," Laurie said, as her 
teeth worried at her bottom lip. "There's a chance he won't 
even find Tyler." 


"He's an Indian, Laurie, a tracker. All he has to do is ride 
over to your land and start there. Jim said that Tyler led the 
posse around in circles all morning, but | doubt he kept that 
up after 


blowing up the ranch. Navezgane will find him." 


"Maybe he's already too late, maybe the posse found Tyler 
first," Simon ventured. "They could be on their way back 
right now." 


"No offense to Newman and his men, but they're city 
Slickers, you can tell just by looking at 


them. Navezgane's been doing this kind of thing from the 
moment he could walk. If anyone's 


going to find Tyler, it's him." 


"It's a posse, Shane," Jim said, a little condescendingly. 
"Some of those people must have experience hunting down 
wanted criminals." 
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Two hours later, they arrived at the ranch. Simon hadn't 
exaggerated; the place really was 


beautiful. The area was fairly flat and stood in a wide, lush 
meadow. To the east, Shane could see 


a bubbling river. To the south and west, thick woodland. To 
the north stood the mountains, peaks 


covered with snow, the slopes adorned with trees. Not even 
the collapsed structures and scattered 


debris distracted from the stunning view. 


"My Lord," Laurie breathed, awed. "This is... We bought this? 
This is our land?" 


Jim laughed. "Yep. This is our new home, sis." His expression 
turned earnest. "Where to now, Shane?" 


Shane glanced around, feeling a little desperate. "I've got no 
idea where to start." He forced himself to think. "Tyler 
doesn't seem like the kind of man who likes to live off the 
land, 


especially if he's alone." 


"I'd have to agree with that," Laurie said. "When we met him 
in Holbrook, he was in the saloon, surrounded by his men, 
acting like he was their lord and master. He sure as hell liked 
the 


attention he was getting." 


"There's a mining settlement to the east of here," Simon 
said. "Niegoldstown. He could know about it." 


"How far from Grand Junction?" Shane asked. 


"About two days' ride." 
"Hey, look," Laurie exclaimed abruptly. "It's the posse." 


Shane watched as a group of about ten riders emerged from 
the woods and began to cross the 


river. Neither Tyler nor Navezgane were among them. 


"Let's meet up with them," Shane suggested, lightly kicking 
Valor into ambling down the track. 


They convened with the posse in the meadow. Sheriff 
Newman brought his horse to a halt right 


in front of them, looking more than a little peeved at seeing 
them. 


"What are you doing here?" he asked. 
“Looking for Navezgane," Shane replied. "Who is after Tyler." 


"That's all | needed," Newman groused. "Now I've got two 
idiots to find." 


"Hey," Shane protested, affronted. His lover was definitely 
not an idiot. 


Newman grinned, unrepentant. "No offense, son, but you 
and that friend of yours are more 


trouble than a damned twister." 
Man in the Mirror - 136 


"Any luck finding Tyler's tracks?" Simon asked. 


"Not so far. We spent all day yesterday and this morning 
looking for the slippery bastard. This 


place is off the beaten paths, so it's easy to spot fresh 
tracks. We found nothing to the south or 


west of here. There were some to the east that we followed. 
It turned out to be a miner on his 


way to Niegoldstown. We're going north now." 


"To the mountains?" Jim asked. "You really think Tyler would 
be that stupid?" 


“Nothing would surprise me at this point." Newman looked 
at Shane. "You coming?" 


"Yes," Shane said defiantly. 


“Thought as much. Just as long as we understand each 
other: you do as | say, or I'll tie you to a 


tree and leave you behind." 


"I'd probably end up being eaten by a mountain lion," Shane 
muttered as the horses began their journey north. 


"| wish," Newman's voice drifted back to him. 
Laurie snickered. "I don't think he likes you very much." 


"Then | better not tell him that Naz and | are staying longer 
than planned. He'd probably have an 


apoplexy." 


They kept silent for a while, Shane watching as the 
mountains seemed to draw closer. He noticed 


that one of the men kept ahead of the posse, stopping often 
and dismounting to carefully examine 


the ground. 


The sheriff must have seen his interest. "Randall was a 
scout for the Army," he explained. "He's good." 


Shane nodded. "I'm sorry," he said. 
Newman seemed surprised. "What for?" 


"Navezgane and | don't mean to be trouble. Things just 
seem to happen when we're around," he 


admitted ruefully. 


The other man chuckled. "So I've noticed." He patted Shane 
on the shoulder. "Don't worry, we'll find your friend." 


"Sheriff," the man named Randall called out. "I found fresh 
tracks, two sets. One set overlays the other, so I'd say it's 
more recent. They're definitely on their way to the 
mountains." 
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"Seems like we're heading in the right direction," Simon 
Said. 


Shane couldn't say a word to save his soul. All he could 
think of was Navezgane and Tyler alone 


on the mountain's slopes, fighting it out for their lives. Tyler 
couldn't have had that much of a 


head start, not when he had been playing chase the tail with 
the posse half of yesterday. Not to 


mention taking the time to blow up the ranch and stopping 
for the night. If it was humanly 


possible, Navezgane would catch up to him. 


KKK 


Two hours into their search, the terrain began to change. It 
turned rockier, steeper. Randall kept 


following what he claimed were two men's tracks, saying 
that the posse was making good time. 


A shot unexpectedly shattered the silence, and Shane's 
heart froze. He had grasped the reins 


tighter in his hands, ready to go galloping into the woods, 
when Newman placed a large hand on 


top of his. 


"Don't," he warned. "I know Navezgane's your friend, but 
you don't know what the situation is like. You storming in 
can make things worse. We're taking it carefully." 


Shane clenched his jaw, but acknowledged the wisdom of 
the sheriff's words. He forced himself 


to follow the others, hand on the butt of his gun. They kept 
making their way up the mountain, 


their pace agonizingly slow to Shane. 


“Two horses up ahead," Randall shouted. "Coming toward 
us." 


The posse came to a halt, waiting for the riders to approach. 
Shane's heart was in his throat as he 


saw two shadowy figures coming closer. When the men 
finally became visible, Shane didn't 


know whether to laugh or slap Navezgane silly for scaring 
him half to death. 


Tyler's body was trussed up over his saddle, unmoving. 
Navezgane was leading the outlaw's 


horse, mounted on Odin, every bit the Apache warrior, and 
Shane couldn't be prouder of the man 


than in this moment. 


"Seems like you caught your man," Sheriff Newman 
commented, unruffled. "He dead?" 


Navezgane's snort spoke eloquently of his revulsion. "Yes. 
The fool tried to draw on me. He was 


sitting on the ground, holding his ankle and cursing his luck, 
when | found him." He gave the 


reins to Newman. "He is all yours." 
"Was that the shot we heard just now?" Laurie asked. 


"No. | was coming down the mountain when I realized you 
were close. | fired to warn you that | 


was here." 
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“How did you know we were here?" Simon asked. 


Navezgane's eyes met Shane's, dark gaze brimming with 
mischief. "You were riding upwind. | 


could smell you," he said. 
This time Shane did cuff his lover on the head. Hard. 


KKK 


Shane lay naked on the bed, feeling drowsy and tired. They 
had decided that, since they were 


already so close to the ranch, they might as well get started 
in on the work. So, Sheriff Newman 


and his posse had taken Tyler's body back to town, while 
Shane, Navezgane, and the Petersen 


siblings had began the arduous task of cleaning up the 
meadow. 


The five of them had managed to get a lot done, but by the 
time they had gotten back to Grand 


Junction, they were all exhausted. Still, Tyler's death was 
cause for celebration. Everyone had 


shared a delicious dinner at the hotel's restaurant, Rose, 
and even the sheriff, joining in. But 


between the wine they had drunk and all the stress from the 
long month, Shane thought he would 


be able to sleep for a week. 


Eyes closed, he heard the familiar sound of cloth brushing 
over skin; Navezgane was getting 


undressed. The mattress shifted as Navezgane sat beside 
him, and Shane opened his eyes to see 


his lover holding a white container in his hand. 
"What's that?" Shane asked curiously. 


Navezgane cleared his throat. "You once said that you 
missed something sweet. | went to talk to 


the cook. He said this is called Chantilly cream." 


Thinking of his lover going down to the kitchen to ask the 
cook about sweets, just because he 


knew Shane would appreciate it, did something to Shane's 
insides. 


"Naz," he began huskily. 


A Chantilly-covered finger teased over his lips. "No 
speaking," Navezgane ordered softly. "Just lie back. | will 
take care of you tonight, my pale face." 


Feeling his gut tighten at the command, Shane nodded his 
acceptance. He moaned helplessly as a 


warm, moist mouth captured his and Navezgane's deft 
tongue licked at the whipped cream 


smearing his lips. 


Breathless, they separated, and Navezgane reached for one 
of Shane's hands, dripping a few 


drops of Chantilly onto the palm and digits. Grinning 
wickedly, Navezgane took one of Shane's 


fingertips into his mouth and began to suck lightly. Shane let 
out a gasp at the erotic sensation, 


inhaling sharply as Navezgane lapped at the sweetness, 
nipping softly at his skin, moving from 


finger to finger, from palm to wrist, before doing the same 
with Shane's other hand. 
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More cream was Sprinkled on his torso, and Shane jerked, 
breath catching as Navezgane began 


to follow the thin trails with his tongue, exploring every inch 
of Shane's body. Leaving not a 


speckle of Chantilly behind, the talented lips, teeth, and 
tongue traveled over the rippling 


muscles on Shane's chest and his taut stomach, clever 
fingers adding to the assault by constantly 


stroking and caressing until Shane was nearly out of his 
mind with need. 


But Navezgane was the one in the driver's seat, so Shane 
could do little more than utter 


inarticulate tones and clasp the sheets in a white-knuckled 
grip as every feather-like kiss, every 


nip, every teasing lick took him higher and higher until he 
thought he would die from such 


intense pleasure. 


Navezgane's voice cut through the fog, easing some of the 
tension in Shane's frame, "Hum," he 


purred. "I now understand why you like this sweetness so 
much. It is very... addicting." 


Shane looked up to see his lover holding the whipped cream 
over Shane's cock. He mewled as 


Navezgane covered his erection with the creamy substance, 
from the base to the head. A saucy 


grin graced Navezgane's lips as he took a long lick, then 
another, swirling his tongue across the 


length of Shane's shaft, eyes closing as he hummed again in 
appreciation. 


"Oh, God," Shane panted, desperate to feel that hot mouth 
wrapped around his cock. "You 


bastard, you're killing me." 


Navezgane gave him a mock scowl. "I do believe | said there 
would be no speaking allowed." He 


made a tsking sound. "| am going to have to punish you for 
disobeying me." 


An evil grin, and Navezgane swallowed his cock deep in his 
throat and then suddenly released it 


with a popping sound. Shane shouted at the swift motion, a 
string of curses escaping him as his 


lover left him wanting yet again. 


"Naz," he gritted from between his clenched teeth. "I swear 
to God, I'll-- Oh, shit," he groaned loudly, arching off the bed 
as Navezgane breathed gently on his shaft. 


"No speaking," Navezgane reminded him again. "Behave, 
and | will give you what you want. 


Challenge me, and it will take a long time. | have all night," 
he finished with a grin. 


Resisting the urge to throw Navezgane on his back and fuck 
him through the mattress, Shane 


shut his mouth, sighing in relief as his lover continued his 
ministrations, taking the head of 


Shane's cock into his mouth. He jerked as Navezgane's 
tongue flicked over the slit before 


beginning to lick and suck in earnest, until Shane was 
thrusting urgently into the warm mouth, 


his cries getting louder and louder the closer he got to the 
edge. 


When a hand cupped Shane's balls suddenly, rolling them 
expertly in the sac, he finally 


surrendered to his lover's touch. Shouting Navezgane's 
name, he came, body convulsing as he 


poured his essence into his lover's mouth, long, powerful 
pulses that left him exhausted and limp 


on the bed. 
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"Shit," he whispered when he was able to breathe again. 


"Not over yet," Navezgane assured him. "Turn around." 


Obeying that order took some doing, since his limbs refused 
to cooperate. Finally, Shane lay 


sprawled on his stomach, eyes closed, pliant and sated and 
wondering what his wicked lover still 


had in store for them. 


A finger ghosted over the nape of Shane's neck, tracing 
down his back to the base of his spine, 


creeping over the cleft of his buttocks briefly before 
disappearing. Thick, drizzling cream trailed 


from his shoulder blades to the crevice between his ass 
cheeks, and Shane knew the Chantilly 


was back. Then Navezgane was on him again, licking, 
tasting, nibbling, and Shane felt himself 


respond to his lover's seduction, his cock hardening at the 
maddening stimulation. 


He bucked with a groan, Navezgane's love and lust 
consuming him whole, leaving him 


breathless and too weak to do anything more than submit. 
The same thorough concentration as 


before was used to clear the cream from his back, and by 
the time Navezgane's tongue reached 


his buttocks, Shane was moaning and whimpering 
continuously, biting into a pillow in 


frustration. 


A half-sob caught in his throat as Navezgane finally focused 
on his puckered opening, lapping at 


the cream there, small nips and licks driving Shane wild, 
leaving him begging shamelessly for 


more. He tried bucking again, wanting more contact, but 
Navezgane only chuckled, holding him 


down firmly by pressing hard on his hips. 


Obviously enjoying torturing him, Navezgane licked at 
Shane's tight channel, taking his time, 


ignoring every growled threat, plea, or promise Shane made 
to get him to move faster. Just when 


Shane was beginning to despair, the slick tongue drove 
inward, piercing him over and over again 


while Shane thrashed and writhed at the gut-wrenching 
sensation. 


He moaned a protest as the tongue left him, but soon two 
coated fingers were pressing into him, 


stretching him for his lover's shaft. When the hard length 
finally impaled him, Shane cried out in 


ecstasy, parting his legs even farther and moving back until 
his lover was fully inside. 


Navezgane reached for Shane's hands, linking their fingers 
together, and then he was thrusting 


into Shane, a fast, desperate rhythm, both of them too far 
gone to last long. They came together, 


Shane's climax heightened by the feel of his lover's semen 
inside him. 


Shane collapsed on the bed, panting harshly, too tired to 
even open his eyes. He felt Navezgane 


pull out tenderly, cleaning them up briskly before slumping 
next to him and throwing a sheet 


over their cooling bodies. Shane forced himself to move, 
half-climbing on top of Navezgane, 


using his lover's shoulder for a pillow, their legs entwined. 


"I'll never be able to look at Chantilly again without getting 
hard," Shane said faintly. 
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"The cook said there were various other substances we 
could try," Navezgane said with a grin. 


"Apple butter, cocoa butter, or maple syrup." 


Shane froze. "You told the cook why you wanted the 
Chantilly?" 


"Yes," Navezgane said, before breaking into a smile. "I told 
him that | needed to feed my craving for sweet food. It was 
not a lie." 


Shane laughed. "You're evil." He settled back down again. "I 
think | could spend the rest of my life with you," he said 
after a while, barely audible. 


“| would like that," Navezgane said, equally quiet. 


They held each other's hands, fingers gently laced together, 
Signing in on the unspoken promise. 
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Epilogue 
Ten years later 


Shane patted Valor gently as they came to a halt on top of 
the hill. He took a deep breath, as 


always, feeling a sense of peace and contentment whenever 
he returned here. He smiled at his 


lover, knowing that for all their wild adventures around the 
country, they both felt the same. 


Maybe one day they would finally accept the Petersens’ 
offer to come live with them, the 


guesthouse having been built for that purpose alone. 


They had just returned from Vancouver, having buried 
another box with mementos for his 


parents to find. If by staying in the past he had altered 
anything, it had to be his mother's rose 


garden. Knowing her, she had dug a thousand holes in the 
yard the day Shane had gotten back 


through the mirror. He only hoped that what she found 
inside the boxes would be enough to 


prove how happy he was and to apologize for leaving them 
behind. 


He looked down at the meadow, smiling when he saw Laurie 
and Rose by the paddock, watching 


the new foals. The family had decided on breeding horses, 
and the business had quickly taken 


off, especially after a little help from Odin and Valor. The two 
horses had been more than happy 


to serve as studs for the mares. 


Shane grinned when he felt Valor move his rump to the left, 
not surprised when it bumped 


against Odin, who whined a complaint. 


"Ten years," Navezgane said with a scowl. "And that mule of 
yours still loves to annoy Odin." 


"You gave him to me," Shane pointed out. "Besides, it's not 
my fault that your horse is a doormat when it comes to 
Valor." 


He glanced at the main house, chuckling when he saw Anna 
running out of the front door, 


waving madly at them, Beth following close behind, a little 
boy in her arms. 


“Those two will never grow up," Navezgane said, affection 
evident in his tone. "I am glad we were able to come to the 
wedding. Andy is a good man; he will make Anna a good 
husband." 


Shane laughed, remembering how the poor boy had 
suffered through four different conversations 


regarding his intentions toward Anna. Laurie and Rose had 
been the first to get their hands on 


him, followed by Jim, Simon, and, finally, Shane and 
Navezgane. The kid had been a wreck by 


the time they were done. 


Of course, Beth's husband, David, had suffered the same 
fate. They had been married for almost 


two years now, and they already had a little one, Charlie, 
who promised to be a holy terror. Ten 


months old, and he was already taking his first steps and 
knocking down everything in his path. 


"They are waiting," Navezgane said. 
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Shane looked at the ranch again, seeing the whole family 
Petersen, new members included, 


waiting for them to make it down. 
Shane stared at Navezgane. "Ready to go home?" 
Navezgane nodded. "Yes." 


Odin and Valor began to amble down the incline, each step 
taking them closer to home. There 


would be time later to give in to their wandering nature. For 
now, it was time for family. 


The end 
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